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THE 


BRIDE OF ABYDOS, 

A TURKISH TALE. 


“ Had we never loved so kindly, 

Had we never loved so blindly, 

Never met or never parted , 

We had ne’er been broken-hearted.” 

Bukns. 


CANTO I, 

1. 

K.now ye the land where the cypress and myrtle 
Are emblems of deeds that are done in their clime , 

Where the rage of the vulture , the love of the turtle , 

Now melt into sorrow, now madden to crime? 

Know ye the land of the cedar and vine, 

Where the flowers ever blossom , the beams ever shine ; 
Where the light wings of Zephyr, oppressed with perfume. 
Wax faint o’er the gardens of Gtil in her bloom ; 

Where the citron and olive are fairest of fruit, 

And the voice of the nightingale never is mute: 

Where the tints of the earth, and the hues of the sky, 

In colour though varied , in beauty may vie , 

And the purple of Ocean is deepest in dye ; 

Where the virgins are soft as the roses they twine, 

And all, save the spirit of man , is divine? 

'T is the clime of the East ; ’t is the land of the Sun — 

Can he smile on such deeds as his children have done? 

Oh ! wild as the accents of lovers’ farewell 
Are the hearts which they bear, and the tales which they tell. 
Lord Myron. 111. J 
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THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS. 


Begirt with many a gallant slave , 
Apparell’d as becomes the brave , 
Awaiting each his lord’s behest 
To guide his steps, or guard his rest, 
Old Giaffir sate in his Divan : 

Deep thought was in his aged eye ; 
And though the face of Mussulman 
Not oft betrays to standers by 
The mind within , well skill’d to hide 
All but unconquerable pride , 

His pensive cheek and pondering brow 
Did more than he was wont avow. 


3 . 

“Let the chamber be clear’d.” — The train disappear’d — 
“Now call me the chief of the Haram guard.” 

"With Giaffir is none but his only son , 

And the Nubian awaiting the sire’s award. 

“Haroun — when all the crowd that wait 
Are pass’d beyond the outer gate, 

(Woe to the head whose eye beheld 
My child Zuleika’s face unveil'd ! ) 

Hence , lead my daughter from her tower ; 

Her fate is fix’d this veryhour: 

Yet not to her repeat my thought; 

By me alone be duty taught! ” 

“Pacha ! to hear is to obey.” 

No more must slave to despot say — 

Then to the tower had ta’en his way, 

But here young Selim silence brake, 

First lowly rendering reverence meet ; 

And downcast look’d , and gently spake , 

Still standing at the Pacha’s feet : 

For son of Moslem must expire , 

Ere dare to sit before his sire ! 


“ Father ! for fear that thou $houldst chide 
My sister, or her sable guide , 


Digitized by Google 



CANTO I. 


3 


Know — for the fault , if fault there be , 

Was mine , then fall thy frowns on me — 

So lovelily the morning shone. 

That — let the old and weary sleep — 

I could not; and to view alone 
The fairest scenes of laud and deep, 

With none to listen and reply 
To thoughts with which my heart beat high 
Were irksome — for whate’er my mood. 

In sooth I love not solitude ; 

I on Zuleika’s slumber broke, 

And , as thou knowest that for me 
Soon turns the Haram's grating key. 

Before the guardian slaves awoke 
We to the cypress groves had flown , 

And made earth , main , and heaven our own ! 
There linger’d we , beguiled too long 
With Mejnoun’s tale, or Sadi’s song; 

Till I, who heard the deep tambour 
Beat thy Divan's approaching hour. 

To thee, and to my duty true, 

Warn’d by the sound , to greet thee flew : 

But there Zuleika wanders yet — 

Nay, Father, rage not — nor forget 
That none can pierce that secret bower 
But those who watch the women’s tower." 

4 . 

“ Son of a slave ” — the Pacha said — 

“From unbelieving mother bred, 

Vain were a father’s hope to see 
Aught that beseems a man in thee. 

Thou , when thine arm should bend the bow, 
And hurl the dart, and curb the steed. 
Thou , Greek in soul if not in creed , 

Must pore where babbling waters flow, 

And watch unfolding roses blow. 

Would that yon orb . whose matin glow 
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THE BKIDE OF ABYDOS. 


Thy listless eyes so much admire , 

Would lead thee something of his fire! 

Thou , who would’st see this battlement 
By Christian cannon piecemeal rent; 

Nay, tamely view old Stambol’s wall 
Before the dogs of Moscow fall , 

Nor strike one stroke for life and death 
Against the curs of Nazareth ! 

Go — let thy less than woman’s hand 
Assume the distaff — not the brand. 

But , Haroun ! — to my daughter speed : 
And hark — of thine own head take heed — 
If thus Zuleika oft takes wing — 

Thou see'st yon bow — it hath a string ! ” 

5 . 

No sound from Selim’s lip was heard, 

At least that met old Giaffir’s ear, 

But every frown and every word 
Pierced keener than a Christian’s sword. 

“ Son of a slave ! — reproach’d with fear ! 
Those gibes had cost another dear. 

Son o( a slave! — and who my sire?” 

Thus held his thoughts their dark career; 
And glances ev’n of more than ire 
Flash forth, then faintly disappear. 

Old Giaffir gazed upon his son 
And started ; for within his eye 
He read how much his wrath had done; 

He saw rebellion there begun : 

“Come hither, boy — what, no reply? 

I mark thee — and I know thee too; 

But there be deeds thou dar’st not do : 

But if thy beard had manlier length , 

And if thy hand had skill and strength, 

I d joy to see thee break a lance , 

Albeit against my own perchance.” 
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As snecringly these accents fell , 

On Selim’s eye he fiercely gazed: 

That eye return’d him glance for glance , 

And proudly to his sire’s was raised , 

Till Giaffir’s quail’d and shrunk askance — 
And why — he felt, but durst not tell. 

“ Much I misdoubt this wayward boy. 

Will one day work me more annoy: 

I never loved him from his birth , 

And — but his arm is little worth , 

And scarcely in the chase could cope 
With timid fawn or antelope , 

Far less would venture into strife 
Where man contends for fame and life — 

I would not trust that look or tone : 

No — nor the blood so near my own. 

That blood — he hath not heard — no more — 

I ’ll watch him closer than before. 

He is an Arab to my sight, 

Or Christian crouching in the fight — 

But hark ! — I hear Zuleika’s voice ; 

Like Houris’ hymn it meets mine ear: 

She is the offspring of my choice ; 

Oh ! more than ev’n her mother dear, 

With all to hope, and nought to fear — 

My Peri ! ever welcome here ! 

Sweet as the desert fountain’s wave. 

To lips just cool’d in time to save — 

Such to my longing sight art thou ; 

Nor can they waft to Mecca’s shrine 
More thanks for life , than I for thine. 

Who blest thy birth , and bless thee now.” 

6 . 

Fair, as the first that fell of womankind , 

When on that dread yet lovely serpent smiling , 
Whose image then was stamp’d upon her mind — 
But once beguiled — and ever more beguiling ; 


Digitized by Google 



6 


THE BRIDE OF ABl'DOS. 


Dazzling, as that, oh! too transcendent vision 
To Sorrow’s phantom-peopled slumber given , 
When heart meets heart again in dreams Elysian , 
And paints the lost on Earth revived in Heaven; 
Soft, as the memory of buried love; 

Pure , as the prayer which Childhood wafts above ; 
Was she — the daughter of that rude old Chief, 
Who met the maid w ith tears — but not of grief. 

Who hath not proved how feebly words essay 
To fix one spark of Beauty’s heavenly ray? 

Who doth not feel , until his failing sight 
Faints into dimness with its own delight, 

His changing cheek , his sinking heart confess 
The might — the majesty of Loveliness? 

Such was Zuleika — such around her shone 
The nameless charms unmark’d by her alone ; 

The light of love, the purity of grace, 

The mind , the Music breathing from her face , 
The heart whose softness harmonized the whole — 
And , oh ! that eye was in itself a Soul ! 

Her graceful arras in meekness bending 
Across her gently-budding breast; 

At one kind word those arms extending 
To clasp the neck of him who blest 
His child caressing and carest 
Zuleika came — and Giafflr felt 
His purpose half within him melt: 

Not that against her fancied weal 
His heart though stem could ever feel; 
Affection chain’d her to that heart ; 

Ambition tore the links apart. 

7 . 

“ Zuleika ! child of gentleness ! 

How dear this very day must tell , 

When I forget ttiy own distress , 

In losing what I love so well , 
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To bid thee with another dwell: 
Another ! and a braver man 
Was never seen in battle’s van. 

We Moslem reck not much of blood; 

But yet the line of Carasman 
Unchanged, unchangeable hath stood 
First of the bold Tiraariot bands 
That won and well can keep their lands. 
Enough that he who comes to woo 
is kinsman of the Bey Oglou : 

His years need scarce a thought employ; 
I would not have thee wed a boy. 

And thou shalt have a noble dower: 

And his and my united power 
Will laugh to scorn the death-firman, 
Which others tremble but to scan , 

And teach the messenger what fate 
The bearer of such boon may wait. 

And now thou know’st thy father’s will; 

All that thy sex hath need to know : 

’T was mine to teach obedience still — 
The way to love , thy lord may show.” 


In silence bow’d the virgin’s head ; 

And if her eye was fill’d with tears 
That stifled feeling dare not shed , 

And changed her cheek from pale to red, 
And red to pale , as through her ears 
Those winged words like arrows sped , 
What could such be but maiden fears? 
So bright the tear in Beauty’s eye, 

Love half regrets to kiss it dry; 

So sweet the blush of Bash fulness, 

Even Pity scarce can wish it Jess I 
Whate’er it was the sire forgot; 

Or if remember’d, mark’d it not; 
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Thrice clapp’d his hands , and call’d his steed , 
Resign’d his gem-adorn’d chibouque , 

And mounting featly for the mead, 

With Maugrabee and Mamaluke, 

His way amid his Delis took , 

To witness many an active deed 
With sabre keen , or blunt jerreed. 

The Kisiar only and his Moors 
Watch well the Haram’s massy doors. 

9 . 

His head was leant upon his hand , 

His eye look’d o’er the dark blue water 
That swiftly glides and gently swells 
Between the winding Dardanelles; 

But yet he saw nor sea nor strand , 

Nor even his Pacha’s turban’d hand 
Mis in the game of mimic slaughter. 
Careering cleave the folded felt 
With sabre stroke right sharply dealt; 

Nor mark’d the javelin-darting crowd , 

Nor heard their Ollahs wild and loud — 

He thought but of old Giaffir’s daughter! 

10 . 

No word from Selim’s bosom broke; 

One sigh Zuleika’s thought bespoke: 

Still gazed he through the lattice grate , 

Pale, mute, and mournfully sedate. 

To him Zuleika’s eye was turn’d. 

But little from his aspect learn’d : 

Equal her grief, yet not the same ; 

Her heart confess’d a gentler flame : 

But yet that heart alarm’d or weak, 

She knew not why , forbade to speak. 

Yet speak she must — but when essay? 

“How strange he thus should turn away! 

Not thus we e’er before have met ; 

Not thus shall be our parting yet.” 
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Thrice pac’d she slowly through the room , 
And watch’d his eye — it still was fix’d : 
She snatch’d the urn wherein was mix’d 
The Persian Atar-gul’s perfume, 

And sprinkled all its odours o’er 
The pictured roof and marble floor: 

The drops , that through his glittering vest 
The playful girl’s appeal address’d , 

Unheeded o’er his bosom flew , 

As if that breast were marble too. 

“What, sullen yet? it must not be — 

Oh ! gentle Selim , this from thee ! ” 

She saw in curious order set 
The fairest flowers of eastern land — 

“ He lov’d them once ; may touch them yet, 
If offer’d by Zuleika’s hand.” 

The childish thought was hardly breathed 
Before the Rose was pluck’d and wreathed; 
The next fond moment saw her seat 
Her fairy form at Selim’s feet: 

“This rose to calm my brother’s cares 
A message from the Bulbul bears; 

It says to-night he will prolong 
For Selim’s ear his sweetest song; 

And though his note is somewhat sad , 

He ’ll try for once a strain more glad , 

With some faint hope his alter'd lay 
May sing these gloomy thoughts away. 

11 . 

“ What ! not receive my foolish flower? 

Nay then 1 am indeed unblest : 

On me can thus thy forehead lower? 

And know’st thou not who loves thee best? 
Oh, Selim dear! oh, more than dearest ! 
Say , is it me thou hat'st or fearest? 

Come, lay thy head upon my breast, 

And I will kiss thee into rest, 
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THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS. 


Since words of mine , and songs must fail , 

Ev’n from my fabled nightingale. 

I knew our sire at times was stern , 

But this from thee had yet to learn : 

Too well I know he loves thee not ; 

But is Zuleika’s love forgot? 

Ah! deem I right? the Pacha's plan — 

This kinsman Bey of Carasman 
Perhaps may prove some foe of thine. 

If so , I swear by Mecca’s shrine , 

If shrines that ne’er approach allow 
To woman’s step admit her vow , 

Without thy free consent, command, 

The Sultan should not have my hand ! 

Think’st thou that I could bear to part 
With thee , and learn to halve my heart? 

Ah ! were I sever’d from thy side , 

Where were thy friend — and who my guide? 
Years have not seen , Time shall not see 
The hour that tears my soul from thee : 
Ev’nAzrael, from his deadly quiver 
W’hen flies that shaft , and fly it must , 

That parts all else , shall doom for ever 
Our hearts to undivided dust ! ” 

12 . 

He lived — he breathed — he moved — he felt ; 
He raised the maid from where she knelt; 

His trance was gone — his keen eye shone 
With thoughts that long in darkness dwelt; 
With thoughts that burn — in rays that melt. 
As the stream late conceal’d 
By the fringe of its willows , 

When it rushes reveal’d 
In the light of its billows ; 

As the bolt bursts on high 

From the black cloud that bound it, 
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Flash’d the soul of that eye 
Through the long lashes round it., 

A war-horse at the trumpet’s sound, 

A lion roused by heedless hound , 

A tyrant waked to sudden strife 
By graze of ill-directed knife , 

Starts not to more convulsive life 
Than he , who heard that vow , display’d , 
And all, before repress’d , betray’d: 

4 4 Now thou art mine , for ever mine , 

With life to keep , and scarce with life resign ; 
Now thou art mine , that sacred oath , 

Though sworn by one , hath bound us both. 
Yes, fondly, wisely hast thou done ; 

That vow hath saved more heads than one ; 
But blench not thou — thy simplest tress 
Claims more from me than tenderness ; 

I would not wrong the slenderest hair 
That clusters round thy forehead fair, 

For all the treasures buried far 
Within the caves of Istakar. 

This morning clouds upon me lower’d , 
Reproaches on my head were shower’d , 

And Giaffir almost call’d me coward ! 

Now I have motive to be brave ; • 

The son of his neglected slave , 

Nay, start not , 't was the term he gave, 

May show , though little apt to vaunt , 

A heart his words nor deeds can daunt. 

H i s son , indeed ! — yet , thanks to thee , 
Perchance I am , at least shall be; 

But let our plighted secret vow 
Be only known to us as now. 

I know the wretch who dares demand 
From Giaffir thy reltfctant hand ; 

More ill-got wealth , a meaner soul 
Holds not a Musselim’s control • 
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Was he not bred in Egripo? 

A viler race let Israel show ; 

But let that pass — to none be told 
Our oath ; the rest shall time unfold. 

To me and mine leave Osman Bey; 

I ’ve partisans for peril’s day: 

Think not I am what I appear ; 

I’ve arms, and friends, and vengeance near." 

13 . 

“Think not thou art what thou appearest! 

My Selim , thou art sadly changed : 

This morn I saw thee gcutlest , dearest ; 

But now thou 'rt from thyself estranged. 

My love thou surely knew’st before, 

It ne'er was less , nor can be more. 

To see thee , hear thee , near thee stay , 

And hate the night I know not why , 

Save that we meet not but by day; 

With thee to live , with thee to die , 

I dare not to my hope deny: 

Thy cheek, thine eyes, thy lips tokiss, 

Like this — and this — no more than this : 
For, Alla! sure thy lips are flame : 

What fever in thy veins is flushing? 

My own have nearly caught the same, 

At least I feel my cheek too blushing. 

To soothe thy sickness, watch thy health , 
Partake , but never waste thy wealth , 

Or stand with smiles unmurmuring by, 

And lighten half thy property; 

Do all but close thy dying eye , 

For that I could not live to try ; 

To these alone my thoughts aspire : 

More can I do? or thou require? 

But, Selim, thou must answer why 
We need so much of mystery? 



CANTO I. 


IS 


The cause I cannot dream nor tell , 

But be it , since thou say’st ’t is well ; 

Yet what thou mean’st by ‘ arms ’ and 4 friends 
Beyond my weaker sense extends. 

I meant that Giaflir should have heard 
The very vow I plighted thee ; 

His wrath would not revoke my word : 

But surely he would leave me free. 

Can this fond wish seem strange in me , 

To be what I have ever been? 

What other hath Zuleika seen 
From simple childhood’s earliest hour? 

W r hat other can she seek to see 
Than thee , companion of her bower, 

The partner of her infancy? 

These cherish’d thoughts with life begun , 
Say, why must I no more avow? 

What change is wrought to make me shun 
The truth ; my pride , and thine till now? 
To meet the gaze of stranger’s eyes 
Our law , our creed , our God denies ; 

Nor shall one wandering thought of mine 
At such , our Prophet’s will , repine : 

No ! happier made by that decree , 

He left me all in leaving thee. 

Deep were my anguish, thus compell’d 
To wed with one I ne’er beheld : 

This wherefore should I not reveal? 

Why wilt thou urge me to conceal? 

I know the Pacha’s haughty mood 
To thee hath never boded good ; 

And he so often storms at nought, 

Allah! forbid that e’er he ought! 

And why, I know not, but within 
My heart concealment weighs like sin. 

If then such secrecy be crime, 

And such it feels while lurking here; 
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Oh , Selim ! tell me yet in time , 

Nor leave me thus to thoughts of fear. 

Ah 1 yonder see the Tehocadar , 

My father leaves the mimic war; 

I tremble now to meet his eye — 

Say , Selim , canst thou tell me why ? ” 

14 . 

“ Zuleika — to thy tower’s retreat 
Betake thee — Giaffir I can greet : 

And now with him I fain must prate 
Oflirmans, impost, levies, state. 

There ’s fearful news from Danube’s banks , 
Our Vizier nobly thins his ranks , 

For which the Giaour may give him thanks ! 
Our Sultan hath a shorter way 
Such costly triumph to repay. 

But, mark me, when the twilight drum 
Hath warn’d the troops to food and sleep, 
Unto thy cell will Selim come : 

Then softly from the Haram ereep 
Where we may wander by the deep 
Our garden-battlements are steep ; 

Nor these will rash intruder climb 
To list our words , or stint our time; 

And if he doth , 1 want not steel 
Which some have felt, and more may feel. 
Then shalt thou learn of Selim more 
Than thou hast heard or thought before : 
Trust me , Zuleika — fear not me ! 

Thou know'st I hold a Haram key.” 

“ Fear thee , my Selim ! ne’er till now 
Did world like this — ” 

“Delay not thou; 

I keep the key — and Haroun’s guard 
Have some, and hope of more reward. 
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To-night, Zuleika, thou shall hear 
My tale , my purpose , and my fear : 
I am not, love ! what I appear.” 


CANTO II. 


1. 

Thf. winds are high on Belle’s wave , 

As on that night of stormy water 
When Love , who sent, forgot to save 
The young , the beautiful , the brave , 

The lonely hope of Sestos’ daughter. 

Oh ! when alone along the sky 
Her turret-torch was blazing high , 

Though rising gale, and breaking foam , 
And shrieking sea-birds warn’d him home; 
And clouds aloft and tides below , 

With signs and sounds, forbade to go , 

He could not see, he would not hear, 

Or sound or sign foreboding fear; 

His eye but saw that light of love, 

The only star it hail’d above; 

His ear but rang with Hero's song, 

“ Ye waves , divide not lovers long ! ” — 

That tale is old , but love anew 

May nerve young hearts to prove as true. 

2 . 

The winds are high , and Helle’s tide 
, Rolls darkly heaving-to the main ; 

And Night’s descending shadows hide 
That field with blood bedew’d in vain, 

The desert of old Priam's pride ; ' 

The tombs , sole relics of his reign , 

All — save immortal dreams that could beguile 
The blind old man of Scio’s rocky isle ! 
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3 . 

Oh ! yet — for there my steps have been ; 

These feet have press’d the sacred shore, 
These limbs that buoyant wave hath borne — 
Minstrel ! with thee to muse , to mourn , 

To trace again those fields of yore, 

Believing every hillock green 
Contains no fabled hero’s ashes , 

And that around the undoubted scene 

Thine own “broad Hellespont*’ still dashes. 
Be long my lot ! and cold were he 
Who there could gaze denying thee ! 

4 . 

The night hath closed on Helle’s stream , 

Nor yet hath risen on Ida’s hill 
That moon , which shone on his high theme : 

No warrior chides her peaceful beam , 

But conscious shepherds bless it still. 

Their docks are grazing on the mound 
Of him who felt the Dardan’s arrow : 

That mighty heap of gather’d ground 
Which Ammon’s son ran proudly round , 

By nations raised , by monarchs crown’d , 

Is now a lone and nameless barrow ! 

Within — thy dwelling-place how narrow ! 
Without — can only strangers breathe 
The name of him that was beneath: 

Dust long outlasts the storied stone ; 

But Thou — thy very dust is gone ! 

5 . 

Late, late to-night will Dian cheer 
The swain , and chase the boatman’s fear : 

Till then — no beacon on the cliff 
May shape the course of struggling skiff; 

The scatter’d lights that skirt the bay, 

All , one by one , have died away ; 

The only lamp of this lone hour 
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Is glimmering in Zaleika’s tower. 

Yes ’ there is light in that lone chamber, 

And o’er her silken Ottoman 
Are thrown the fragrant beads of amber , 

O’er which her fairy lingers ran ; 

Near these , with emerald rays beset, 

(How could she thus that gem forget?) 

Her mother’s sainte<f amulet, 

Whereon engraved the Koorsee text, 

Could smooth this life, and win the next; 

And by her comboloio lies 
A Koran of illumined dyes; 

And many a bright emblazon’d rhyme 
By Persian scribes redeem’d from time ; 

And o’er those scrolls, not oft so mute, 

Reclines her now neglected lute ; 

And round her lamp of fretted gold 
Bloom flowers in urns of China’s mould ; 

The richest work of Iran’s loom , 

And Sheeraz’ tribute of perfume; 

All that can eye or sense delight 
Are gather’d in that gorgeous room : 

But yet it hath an air of gloom. 

She , of this Peri cell the sprite , 

..What doth she hence , and on so rude a night? 

6 . 

Wrapt in the darkest sable vest, 

Which none save noblest Moslem wear, 

To guard from winds of heaven the breast 
As heaven itself to Selim dear , 

With cautious steps the thicket threading. 

And starting oft, as through the glade 
The gust its hollow moanings made, 

Till on the smoother pathway treading, 

More free her timid bosom beat , 

The maid pursued her silent guide ; 

And though her terror urged retreat, 

Lord Hyron. Ill, 2 
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How could she quit her Selim’s side? 
How teach her tender lips to chide? 


7 . 

They reach’d at length a grotto , hewn 
By nature, but enlarged by art. 
Where oft her lute she wont to tune. 
And oft her Koran conn’d apart; 

And oft in youthful reverie 
She dream’d what Paradise might be: 
Where woman’s parted soul shall go 
Her Prophet had disdain’d to show; 

But Selim’s mansion was secure. 

Nor deem’d she , could he long endure 
His bower in other worlds of bliss , 
Without her, most beloved in this ! 

Oh ! who so dear with him could dwell? 
What Houri soothe him half so well? 


8 . 

Since last she visited the spot 

Some change seem’d wrought within the grot: 

It might be only that the night 

Disguised things seen by better light: 

That brazen lamp but dimly threw 
A ray of no celestial hue ; 

But in a nook within the cell 
Her eye on stranger objects fell. 

There arms were piled , not such as wield 
The turban’d Delis in the field ; 

But brands of foreign blade and hilt, 

And one was red — perchance with guilt! 

Ah ! how without can blood be spilt? 

A cup too on the board was set 
That did not seem to hold sherbet. 

What may this mean? she turn’d to see 
Her Selim — “Oh! can this be he?” 



9 . 

His robe of pride was thrown aside , 

His brow no high-crown’d turban bore, 
But in its stead a shawl of red , 

Wreathed lightly round , his temples wore 
That dagger, on whose hilt the gem 
Were worthy of a diadem , 

No longer glitter’d at his waist , 

Where pistols unadorn’d were braced ; 

And from his belt a sabre swung, 

And from his shoulder loosely hung 
The cloak of white, the thin capote 
* That decks the wandering Candiote ; 

Beneath — his golden plated vest 
Clung like a cuirass to his breast; 

The greaves below his knee that wound 
With silvery scales were sheathed and bound. 
But were it not that high command 
Spake in his eye , and tone, and hand, 

All that a careless eye could see 
In him was some young Galiong^e. 

10 . 

“ I said I was not what I seem’d ; 

And now thou see’st my words were true : 

I have a tale thou hast not dream’d , 

If sooth — Sts truth must others rue. 

My story now ’t were vain to hide , 

I must not see thee Osman’s bride : 

But had not thine own lips declared 
How much of that young heart I shared , 

I could not , must not , yet have shown 
The darker secret of my own. 

In this I speak not now of love; 

That, let time, truth, and peril prove: 

But first — Oh ! never wed another — 
Zuleika ! I am not thy brother ! ” 
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11 . 

“ Oh ! not my brother ! — yet unsay — 
God ! am I left alone on earth 
To mourn — I dare not curse — the day 
That saw my solitary birth? 

Oh ! thou wilt love me now no more ! 

My sinking heart foreboded ill ; 

But know me all I was before , 

Thy sister — friend — Zuleika still. 
Thou led’st me here perchance to kill; 

If thou hast cause for vengeance , see ! 
My breast is offer’d — take thy till ! 

Far better with the dead to be 
Than live thus nothing now to thee : 
Perhaps far worse, for now I know 
Why Giaffir always seem’d thy foe; 

And I, alas! am Giaffir’s child. 

For whom thou wert contemn’d , reviled. 

If not thy sister — would’st thou save 
My life , oh ! bid me be thy slave ! ” 

12 . 

“My slave, Zuleika! — nay, I’m thine: 
But, gentle love, this transport calm , 

Thy lot shall yet be link’d with mine ; 

I swear it by our Prophet’s shrine , 

And be that thought thy sorrow’s balm. 

So may the Koran verse display’d 
Upon its steel direct my blade, 

In danger’s hour to guard us both , 

As I preserve that awful oath ! 

The name in which thy heart hath prided 
Must change; but, ray Zuleika, know, 
That tie is widen’d, not divided , 

Although thy Sire ’s my deadliest foe. 

My father was to Giaffir all 
That Selim late was deem’d to thee; 

That brother wrought a brother’s fall, 
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But spared, at least, my infancy; 

And lull’d me with a vain deceit 
That yet a like return may meet. 

He rear’d me , not with tender help , 

But like the nephew of a Cain ; 

He watch'd me like a lion’s whelp , 

That gnaws and yet may break his chain. 

My father’s blood in every vein 
Is boiling; but for thy dear sake 
No present vengeance will I take; 

Though here I must no more remain. 

But first, beloved Zuleika! hear 
How Oiaffir wrought this deed of fear. 

13 . 

“ How first their strife to rancour grew , 

If love or envy made them foes, 

It matters little if 1 knew; 

In fiery spii its , slights , though few 
And thoughtless, will disturb repose. 

In war Abdallah's arm was strong, 
Remember’d yet in Bosniac song, 

And Paswan’s rebel hordes attest 
How little love they bore such guest: 

His death is all I need relate, 

The stem effect off Giallir’s hate; 

And how my birth disclosed to me , 

Whate’er beside it makes , hath made me free. 

14 . 

“ When Paswan , after years of strife , 

At last for power, but first for life , 

In Widin’s walls too proudly sate, 

Our Pachas rallied round the state; 

Nor last nor least in high command, 

Each brother led a separate band ; 

They gave their horsetails to the wind , 

And mustering in Sophia’s plain 
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Their tents were pitch’d , their post assign'd ; 

To one, alas! assign’d in vain! 

What need of words? the deadly howl , 

By GialGr’s order drugg’d and given * 

With venom subtle as his soul, 

Dismiss’d Abdallah’s hence to heaven. 
Reclined and feverish in the bath , 

He , when the hunter’s sport was up , 

But little deem’d a brother’s wrath 
To quench his thirst had such a cup: 

The bowl a bribed attendant bore; 

He drank one draught nor needed more ! 

If thou my tale , Zuleika , doubt , 

Call Haroun — he can tell it out. 

15 . 

“ The deed once done, and Paswan’s feud 
In part suppress’d , though ne’er subdued ; 

Abdallah’s Pachalick was gain’d . — 

Thou know’st not what in our Divan 
Can wealth procure for worse than man — 
Abdallah’s honours were obtain’d 
By him a brother’s murder stain’d ; 

’T is true , the purchase nearly drain’d 
His ill got treasure , soon replaced. 

Would’st question whence? Survey the waste, 
And ask the squalid peasant how 
His gains repay his broiling brow ! — 

Why me the stern usurper spared , 

Why thus with me his palace shared, 

I know not. Shame, regret, remorse, 

And little fear from infant’s force : 

Besides, adoption as a son 

By him whom Heaven accorded none, 

Or some unknown cabal, caprice. 

Preserved me thus ; — but not in peace: 

He cannot curb his haughty mood , 

Nor I forgive a father’s blood. 
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16 . 

‘‘Within thy father’s house are foes ; 

Not all who break his bread are true : 

To these should I my birth disclose , 

His days , his very hours were few: 
They only want a heart to lead , 

A hand to point them to the deed. 

But Haroun only knows or knew 
This tale, whose close is almost nigh : 
He in Abdallah’s palace grew , 

And held that post in his Serai 
Which holds he here — he saw him die: 
But what could single slavery do? 

Avenge his lord? alas ! too late ; 

Or save his son from such a fate? 

He chose the last, and when elate 
With foes subdued , or friends betray’d , 
Proud Giafhr in high triumph sate , 

He led me helpless to his gate , 

Ant not in vain it seems essay’d 
To save the life for which he pray’d. 

The knowledge of my birth secured 
From all and each , but most from me ; 
Thus Giaffir’s safety was ensured. 

Removed he too from Roumelie 
To this our Asiatic side , 

Far from our seats by Danube’s tide, 

With none but Haroun , who retains 
Such knowledge — and that Nubian feels 
A tyrant’s secrets are but chains, 

From which the captive gladly steals , 

And this and more to me reveals : 

Such still to guilt just Alla sends — 

Slaves , tools , accomplices — no friends ! 

17 . 

“All this, Zuleika, harshly sounds; 

But harsher still my tale must be 
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Howe’er ray tongue thy softness wounds 
Yet I must prove all truth to thee. 

I saw thee start this garb to see , 

Yet is it ODe I oft have worn , 

And long must wear: this Galiongge, 1 
To whom tby plighted vow is sworn, 

Is leader of those pirate hordes , 

Wose laws and lives are on their swords; 

To hear whose desolating tale 
Would make thy waning cheek more pale; 
Those arms thou see’st my band have brought. 
The hands that wield are not remote ; 

This cup too for the rugged knaves 
Is fill’d — once quaff'd , they ne’er repine : 
Our prophet might forgive the slaves ; 

They ’re only infidels in wine. 

18 . 

“What could I be? Proscribed at home, 

And taunted to a wish to roam ; 

And listless left — for Giaffir’s fear 
Denied the courser and the spear — 

Though oft — Oh, Mahomet! how oft! — 

In full Divan the despot scoff’d , 

As if ray weak unwilling hand 
Refused the bridle or the brand : 

He ever went to war alone , 

And pent me here untried — unknown; 

To Haroun’s care with women left, 

By hope unblest, of fame bereft, 

While thou — whose softness long endear’d , 
Though it unmann’d me , still had cheer’d — 
To Brusa’s walls for safety sent , 

Awaited’st there the field’s event. 

Haroun , who saw my spirit pining 
Beneath inaction’s sluggish yoke, 

His captive , though with dread resigning, 

My thraldom for a season broke, 
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On promise to return before 

The day when Glaffir’s charge was o’er. 

’T is vain — my tongue can not impart 
My almost drunkenness of heart, 

When first this liberated eye 
Survey’d Earth , Ocean, Sun, and Sky, 

As if my spirit pierced them through , 

And all their inmost wonders knew ! 

One word alone can paint to thee 
That more than feeling — I was Free ! 

E’en for thy presence ceased to pine; 

The World — nay, Heaven itself was mine! 

19. 

“The shallop of a trusty Moor 
Convey’d me from this idle shore ; 

1 long’d to see the isles that gem 
Old Ocean’s purple diadem : 

I sought by turns, and saw them all; 

But when and where I join’d the crew. 
With whom I ’m pledged to rise or fall, 
When all that we design to do 
Is done , ’t will then be time more meet 
To tell thee, when the tale 's complete. 

20 . 

“’T is true, they are a lawless brood , 

But rough in form, nor mild in mood; 

And every creed , and every race , 

With them hath (bund — may find a place : 
But open speech , and ready hand , 
Obedience to their chiefs command ; 

A soul for every enterprise, 

That never sees with Terror’s eyes; 
Friendship for each , and faith to all , 

And vengeance vow’d for those who fall , 
Have made them fitting instruments 
For more than ev’n my own intents. 

And some — and I have studied all 
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Distinguish’d from the vulgar rank, 

But chiefly to my council call 

The wisdom of the cautious Frank — 

And some to higher thoughts aspire , 

The last of Lambro’s patriots there 
Anticipated freedom share ; 

And oft around the cavern fire 
On visionary schemes debate , 

To snatch the Rayahs from their fate. 

So let them ease their hearts with prate 
Of equal rights , w hich man ne’er knew ; 

I have a love for freedom too. 

Ay! let me like the ocean - Patriarch roam , 

Or only know on land the Tartar’s home ! 

My tent on shore , my galley on the sea , 

Are more than cities and Serais to me : 

Borne by my steed, or wafted by my sail , 

Accross the desert, or before the gale , 

Bound where thou wilt , my barb ! or glide , my prow ! 
But be the star that guides the wanderer, Thou ! 

Thou , my Zuleika , share and bless my bark ; 

The Dove of peace and promise to mine ark ! 

Or, since that hope denied in worlds of strife , 

Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life ! 

The evening beam that smiles the clouds away , 

And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray ! 

Blest — as the Muezzin’s strain from Mecca’s wall 
To pilgrims pure and prostrate at his call; 

Soft — as the melody of youthful days , 

That steals the trembling tear of speechless praise; 
Dear — as his native song to Exile’s ears , 

Shall sound each tone thy long-loved voice endears. 
For thee in those bright isles is built a bower 
Blooming as Aden in its earliest hour. 

A thousand swords , with Selim’s heart and hand , 
Wail — wave — defend — destroy — at thy command 
Girt by my band, Zuleika at my side, 
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The spoil of nations shall bedeck my bride. 

The Haram’s languid years of listless ease 
Are well resign’d for cares — for joys like these : 
Not blind to fate , I see , where’er I rove , 
Unnumbered perils , — but one only love ! 

Yet well my toils shall that fond breast repay, 
Though fortune frown , or falser friends betray. 
How dear the dream in darkest hours of ill i 
Should all be changed , to find thee faithful still ! 

Be but thy soul , like Selim’s , firmly shown ; 

To thee be Selim’s tender as thine own ; 

To soothe each sorrow, share in each delight. 

Blend every thought, do ail — but disunite ! 

Once free, ’t is mine our horde again to guide; 
Friends to each other, foes to aught beside : 

Yet there we follow but the bent assign’d 
By fatal Nature to man’s warring kind : 

Mark ! where his carnage and his conquests cease ! 
He makes a solitude , and calls it — peace ! 

I like the rest must use my skill or strength , 

But ask no land beyond my sabre’s length : 

Power sways but by division — her resource 
The blest alternative of fraud or force ! 

Ours be the last; in time deceit may come 
When cities cage us in a social home : 

There ev’n thy soul might err - how oft the heart 
Corruption shakes which peril could not part ! 

And woman , more than man , when death or woe , 
Or even Disgrace , would lay her lover low , 

Sunk in the lap of Luxury will shame — 

Away suspicion ! — not Zuleika’s name ! 

But life is hazard at the best ; and here 
No more remains to win, and much to fear: 

Yes, fear! — the doubt, the dread of losing thee, 
By Osman’s power, and Giaffir’s stern decree. 
That dread shall vanish with the favouring gale , 
Which love to-night hath promised to my sail : 
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No danger daunts the pair his smile hath blest , 

Their steps still roving , but their hearts at rest. 

With thee all toils are sweet , each clime hath charms 
Earth — sea alike — our world within our arms ! 

Ay — let the loud winds whistle o’er the deck , 

So that those arms cling closer round my neek : 

The deepest murmur of this lip shall be 
No sigh for safety, but a prayer for thee ! 

The war of elements no fears impart 

To Love , whose deadliest bane is humatr Art : 

There lie the only rocks our course can check ; 

Here moments menace — there are years of wreck ! 
But hence ye thoughts that rise in Horror’s shape ! 
This hour bestows , or ever bars escape. 

Few words remain of mine my tale to close: 

Of thine but one to waft us from our foes ; 

Yea — foes — to me will Giallir’s hate decline? 

And is not Osman, who would part us, thine?” 

21 . 

“His head and faith from doubt and death 
Return’d in time my guard to save ; 

Few heard , none told , that o’er the wave 
From isle to isle I roved the w hile : 

And since, though parted from my band, 

Too seldom now I leave the land , 

No deed they ’ve done, nor deed shall do, 

Ere 1 have heard and doom’d it too : 

I form the plan, decree the spoil, 

’T is lit 1 oftener share the toil. 

But now too long 1 ’ve held thine ear; 

Time presses , floats my bark , and here 
We leave behind but hate and fear. 

To-morrow Osman with his train 
Arrives — to-night must break thy chain : 

And would’st thou save that haughty Bey , 
Perchance , his life who gave thee thine , 

With me , this hour away — away ! 
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But yet , though thou art plighted mine , 

Would’st thou recall thy willing vow , 

Appall’d by truths imparted now, 

Here rest I — not to see thee wed : 

But be that peril on my head ! ” 

' 22. 

Zuleika , mute and motionless , 

Stood like that statue of distress , 

When, her last hope for ever gone, 

The mother harden’d into stone ; 

All in the maid that eye could see 
Was but a younger Niob£. 

But ere her lip, or even her eye, 

Essay’d to speak , or look reply , 

Beneath the garden’s wicket porch 
Far flash’d on high a blazing torch ! 

Another — and another — and another — 

‘ ‘ Oh ! fly — no more — yet now my more than brother ! ” 
Far , wide , through every thicket spread , 

The fearful lights are gleaming red; 

Nor these alone — for each right hand 
Is ready with a sheathless brand. 

They part, pursue, return, and wheel 
With searching flambeau , shining steel ; 

And last of all , his sabre waving , 

Stern Giaffir in his fury raving: 

And now almost they touch the cave — 

Oh! must that grot be Selim’s grave? 

23. 

Dauntless he stood — “ ’T is come — soon past — 

One kiss, Zuleika — ’t is my last: 

But yet my band not far from shore 
May hear this signal , see the flash ; 

Yet now too few — the attempt were rash : 

No matter — yet one effort more." 

Forth to the cavern mouth he slept ; 

His pistol’s echo rang on high , 


Digitized by Google 



THE BRIDE OF ABTDOS. 


Zuleika started not , nor wept , 

Despair benumb’d her breast aud eye ! — 

“ They hear me not , or if they ply 
Their oar’s , ’t is but to see me die ; 

That sound hath drawn my foes more nigh. 

Then forth my father’s scimitar, 

Thou ne’er hast seen less equal war ! 

Farewell, Zuleika! — Sweet! retire: 

Yet stay within — here linger safe, 

At thee his rage will only chafe. 

Stir not — lest even to thee perchance 
Some erring blade or ball should glance. 

Fear’st thou for him? — may I expire 
If in this strife I seek thy sire ! 

No — though by him that poison pour’d : 

No — though again he call me coward ! 

But tamely shall I meet their steel? 

No — as each crest save his may feel ! ” 

U. 

One bound he made , and gain’d the sand • 
Already at his feet bath sunk 
The foremost of the prying band , 

A gasping head , a quivering trunk : 

Another falls — but round him close 
A swarming circle of his foes ; 

From right to left his path he cleft , 

And almost met the meeting wave : 

His boat appears — not five oars’ length — 
His comrades strain with desperate strength — 
Oh ! are they yet in time to save? 

His feet the foremost breakers lave ; 

His band are plunging in the bay. 

Their sabres glitter through the spray; 

Wet — wild — unwearied to the strand 
They struggle — now they touch the land ! 

They come — ’t is but to add to slaughter — 
His heart’s best blood is on the water. 
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25. 

Escaped from shot , unharm’d by steel , 

Or scarcely grazed its force to feel , 

Had Selim won, betray'd, beset, 

To where the strand and billows met; 

There as his last step left the land , 

And the last death-blow dealt his hand — 
Ah ! wherefore did he turn to look 
For her his eye but sought in vain? 

That pause , that fatal gaze he took , 

Hath doom’d his death , or fix’d his chain. 
Sad proof, in peril and in pain , 

How late will Lover’shope remain ! 

His back was to the dashing spray; 

Behind, but close, his comrades lay , 
When , at the instant , hiss’d the ball — 
“So may the foes of Giaffir fall!” 

Whose voice is heard? whose carbine rang? 
Whose bullet through the night-air sang, 
Too nearly, deadly aim’d to err? 

’T is thine — Abdallah’s Murderer! 

The father slowly rued thy hate, 

The son hath found a quieker fate : 

Fast from his breast the blood is bubbling , 
The whiteness of the sea-foam troubling — 
If aught his lips essay’d to groan, 

The rushing billows choked the tone ! 

26 . 

Morn slowly rolls the clouds away ; 

Few trophies of the fight are there : 

The shouts that shook the midnight-^bay 
Are silent ; but some signs of fray 
That strand of strife may bear, 

And fragments of each shiver’d brand ; 

Steps stamp’d ; and dash’d into the sand 
The print of many a struggling hand 
May there be mark’d ; n.or far remote 
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A broken torch , an oarless boat; 

And tangled on the weeds that heap 
The beach where shelving to the deep 
There lies a white capote ! 

’T is rent in twain — one dark-red stain 
The wave yet ripples o’er in vaia : 

But where is he who wore? 

Ye ! who would o’er his relics weep , 

Go , seek them where the surges sweep 
Their burthen round Sigaeum’s steep 
And cast on Lemnos’ shore : 

The sea-birds shriek above the prey. 

O’er which their hungry beaks delay , 

As shaken on his restless pillow, 

His head heaves with the heaving billow; 

That hand , whose motion is not life, 

Yet feebly seems to menace strife, 

Flung by the tossing tide on high, 

Then levell’d with the wave — 

"What recks it , though that corse shall lie 
Within a living grave? 

The bird that tears that prostrate form 
Hath only robb’d the meaner worm ; 

The only heart , the only eye 
Had bled or wept to see him die, 

Had seen those scatter’d limbs composed, 

And mourn’d above his turban-stone, 

That heart hath burst — that eye was closed — 
Yea — closed before bis own! 

27 . 

By llelle’s stream there is a voice of wail! 

And woman’s eye is wet — man's cheek is pale : 
Zuleika! last of Giathr’s race, 

Thy destined lord is come too late : 

He sees not — ne’er shall see thy face ! 

Can he not hear 

The loud Wul-wulleh warn his distant ear? 
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Thy handmaids weeping at the gate , 

The Koran-chanters of the hymn of fate, 

The silent slaves with folded arms that wait, 

Sighs in the hall , and shrieks upon the gale , 

Tell him thy tale! 

Thou didst not view thy Selim fall ! 

That fearful moment when he left the cave 
Thy heart grew chill : 

He was thy hope — thy joy — thy love — thine all — 

And that last thought on him thou could’st not save 
Sufficed to kill ; 

Burst forth in one wild cry — and all was still. 

Peace to thy broken heart, and virgin grave ! 

Ah! happy! but of life to lose the worst! 

That grief — though deep — though fatal — was thy first ! 
Thrice happy ! ne’er to feel nor fear the force 
Of absence, shame, pride, hate, revenge, remorse! 
And, oh! that pang where more than Madness lies! 

The worm that will not sleep — and never dies ; 

Thought of the gloomy day and ghastly night, 

That dreads the darkness , and yet loathes the light , 

That winds around and tears the quivering heart! 

Ah ! wherefore not consume it -r- and depart ! 

Woe to thee , rash and unrelenting chief! 

Vainly thou heap’st the dust upon thy head , 

Vainly the sackcloth o’er thy limbs dost spread : 

By that same hand Abdallah — Selim bled. 

Now let it tear thy beard in idle grief: 

Thy pride of heart, thy bride for Osman’s bed. 

She , whom thy sultan had but seen to wed , 

Thy Daughter ’s dead ! 

Hope of thine age , thy twilight’s lonely beam , 

The Star hath set th4t shone on Helle's stream. 

"What quench’d its ray? — the blood that thou hast shed ! 
Hark ! to the hurried question of Despair : 

44 Where is my child? ” — an Echo answers — “ Where?” 

Lord liyron, III. 3 
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28 . 

Within the place of thousand tombs 
That shine beneath , while dark above 
The sad but living cypress glooms , 

And withers not , though branch and leaf 
Are stamp’d with an eternal grief, 

Like early unrequited Love, 

One spot exists , which ever blooms , 

Ev’n in that deadly grove — 

A single rose is shedding there 
Its lonely lustre, meek and pale; 

It looks as planted by Despair — 

So while — so faint — the slightest gale 
Might whirl the leaves on high; 

And yet , though storms and blight assail , 
And hands more rude than wintry sky 
May wring it from the stem — in vain — 
To-morrow sees it bloom again! 

The stalk some spirit gently rears , 

And waters with celestial tears; 

For well may maids of Uelle deem 
TJiat this cau be no earthly flower, 

Which mocks the tempest’s withering hour, 
And buds unshelter’d by a bower; 

Nor droops , though spring refuse her shower, • 
Nor w'oos the summer beam : 

To it the livelong night there sings 
* A bird unseen — but not remote: 

Invisible his airy wings. 

But soft as harp that Houri strings 
His long entrancing note ! 

It were the Bulbul ; but his throat, 

Though mournful , pours not such a strain; 
For they who listen cannot leave 
The spot, but linger there and grieve, 

As if they loved in vain ! 

And yet so sweet the tears they shed, 
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T is sorrow so unmix’d with dread , 

They scarce can bear the morn to break 
That melancholy spell. 

And longer yet would weep and wake , 

He sings so wild and well ! 

But when the day-blush bursts from high 
Expires that magic melody. 

And some have been who could believe, 

(So fondly youthful dreams deceive , 

Yet harsh be they that blame,) 

That note so piercing. and profound 
Will shape and syllable its sound 
Into Zuleika's name. 

’T is from her cypress summit heard, 

That melts in air the liquid word: 

’T is from her lowly virgin earth 
That white rose takes its tender birth. 

There late was laid a marble stone; 

Eve saw it placed — the Morrow gone 1 
It was no mortal arm that bore 
That deep fixed pillar to the shore; 

For there , as Hcllc’s legends tell , 

Next morn ’t was found where Selim fell ; 
Lash'd by the tumbling tide , whose wave 
Denied his bones a holier grave : 

And there by night, reclined, ’l is said, 

Is seen a ghastly lurban'd head : 

And hence extended by the billow, 

’T is named the “Pirate-phantom’s pillow t* 
Where first it lay that mourning (lower 
Hath flourished; flourisheth this hour, 
Alone and dew7, coldly pure and pale; 

As weeping Beauty’s check at Sorrow’s tale ! 
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THE ISLAND; 

OR, 

CHRISTIAN AND HIS COMRADES. 


The foundation of the following story will be found partly in 
Lieutenant Bligh’s “Narrative of the Mutiny and Seizure of the 
Bounty, in the South Seas , in 1789;” and partly in “Mariner’s 
Account of the Tonga Islands.” 

Genoa, 1823. 


CANTO I. 


i. 

T he morning watch was come; the vessel lay 
Her course , and gently made her liquid way ; 
The cloven billow flash’d from off her prow 
In furrows form’d by that majestic plough; 

The waters with their world were all before ; 
Behind, the South Sea's many an islet shore. 
The quiet night, now dappling, ’gantowane, 
Dividing darkness from the dawning main; 

The dolphins, not unconscious of the day, 
Swam high , as eager of the coming ray ; 

The stars from broader beams began to creep , 
And lift their shining eyelids from the deep ; 
The sail resumed its lately shadow’d white, 
And the wind flutter’d with a freshening flight; 
The purpling ocean owns the coming sun , 

But ere he break — a deed is to be done. 
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The gallant chief within his cabin slept, 

Secure in those by whom the watch was kept : 

His dreams were of Old England’s welcome shore , 

Of toils rewarded, and of dangers o’er; 

His name was added to the glorious roll 
Of those who search the storm-surrounded Pole. 

The worst was over , and the rest seem’d sure , 

And why should not his slumber be secure? 

Alas ! his deck was trod oy unwilling feet, 

And wilder hands would hold the vessel’s sheet; 
Young hearts , which languish’d for some sunny isle. 
Where summer years and summer women smile ; 

Men without country , who , too long estranged , 

Had found no native home , or found it changed , 

And , half uncivilized , preferr’d the cave 
Of some soft savage to the uncertain wave — 

The gushing fruits that nature gave untill'd ; 

The wood without a path but where they will’d ; 

The field o’er which promiscuous Plenty pour’d 
Her horn ; the equal land without a lord ; 

The wish — which ages have not yet subdued 
In man — to have no master save his mood ; 

The earth , whose mine was on its face , unsold , 

The glowing sun and produce all its gold ; 

The freedom which can call each grot a home ; 

The general garden , where all steps may roam , ’ 
Where Nature owns a nation as her child , 

Exulting in the enjoyment of the wild ; 

Their shells , their fruits , the only wealth they know , 
Their unexploring navy, the canoe ; 

Their sport, the dashing breakers and the chase ; 
Their strangest sight, an European face : — 

Such was the country which these strangers yearn’d 
To see again ; a sight they dearly earn’d. 
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3 . 

Awake, bold Bligh ! the foe is at the gate! 

Awake! awake! — Alas! it is too late! 

Fiercely beside thy cot the mutineer 

Stands , and proclaims the reign of rage and fear. 

Thy limbs are bound , the bayonet at thy breast ; 

The hands , which trembled at thy voice , arrest ; 
Dragg’d o’er the deck , no more at thy command 
The obedient helm shall veer, the sail expand; 

That savage spirit, which would lull by wrath 
Its desperate escape f#om duty’s path , 

Glares round thee, in the scarce believing eyes 
Of those who fear the chief they sacrifice r 
For ne’er can man his conscience all assuage, 

Unless he drain the wine of passion — rage; 

4 . 

In vain , not silenced by the eye of death; 

Thou call’s! the loyal with thy menaced breath : — 

They come not; they are few, and, overawed, 

Must acquiesce , while sterner hearts applaud; 

In vain thou dost demand the cause : a curse 
Is all the answer, with the threat of worse. 

Full in thine eyes is waved the glittering blade, 

Close to thy throat the pointed bayonet laid. 

The levell'd muskets circle round thy breast 
In hands as steel’d to do the deadly rest. 

Thou darest them to their worst, exclaiming — “Fire! 
But they who pitied not could yet admire; 

Some lurking remnant of their former awe 
Restrain’d them longer than their broken law; 

They would not dip their souls at once in blood ; 

But left thee to the mercies of the flood. 

5 . 

•* Hoist out the boat ! ” w'as now the leader's cry ; 

And who dare answer “No!” to Mutiny, 

In the first dawning of the drunken hour , 

The Saturnalia of unhoped-for power? 
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The boat is lower’d with all the haste of hate. 

With its slight plank between thee and thy fate ; 

Her only cargo such a scafut supply 
As promises the death their hauds deny ; 

And just enough of water and of bread 
To keep , some days , the dying from the dead : 

Some cordage, canvass, sails, and lines, and twine, 
But treasures all to hermits of the brine. 

Were added after, to the earnest prayer 
Of those who saw no hope , save sea and air ; 

And last , that trembling vassal of the Pole — 

The feeling compass — Navigation’s soul. 

6 . 

And now the self-elected chief tinds time 
To stun the first sensation of bis crime, 

And raise it in his followers — “Ho! the bowl!” 
Lest passion should return to reason's shoal. 

“Brandy for heroes! ” Burke could once exclaim — 
No doubt a liquid path to epic fame; 

And such the new-born herpes found it here. 

And drain’d the draught with an applauding cheer. 
“Huzza! for Otaheite!” was the cry. 

How strange such shouts from sons of Mutiny ! 

The gentle island , and the genial soil , 

The friendly hearts , the feasts without a toil , 

The courteous manners but from nature caught. 

The wealth unhoarded, and the love unbought; 

Could these have charms for rudest sea-boys , driven 
Before the mast by every wind of heaven? 

And now, even now prepared with others’ woes 
To earn mild virtue's vain desire , repose? 

Alas ! such is our nature ! all but aim 
At the same end by pathways not the same , 

Our means, our birth, our nation, and our name, 
Our fortune, temper, even our outward frame, 

Are far more potent o'er our yielding clay 
Than aught we know beyond our little day. 


Digitized by Google 



40 


THE ISLAND. 


Yet still there whispers the small voice within , 

Heard through Gain’s silence, and o’er Glory’s din : 
Whatever creed be taught or land belrod, 

Ulan's conscience is the oracle of God. 

7 . 

The launch is crowded with the faithful few 
Who wait their chief, a melancholy crew : 

But some remain’d reluctant on the deck 
Of that proud vessel — now a moral wreck — 

And view’d their captain’s fate with piteous eyes ; 
While others scoff’d his augur’d miseries, 

Sneer’d at the prospect of his pigmy sail , 

And the slight bark so laden and so frail. 

The tender nautilus , who steers his prow , 

The sea-born sailor of his shell cauoe, 

The ocean Mab , the fairy of the sea , 

Seems far less fragile, and, alas! more free. 

He, when the lightning-wing’ d tornados sweep 
The surge, is safe — his port is in the deep — 

And triumphs o’er the armadas ot mankind, 

Which shake the world , yet crumble in the wind. 

8 . 

W 7 hen all was now prepared, the vessel clear, 
Which hail’d her master in the mutineer — 

A seaman , less obdurate than his mates, 

Show’d the vain pity which but irritates ; 

Watch’d his late chieftain with exploring eye. 

And told, in signs, repentant sympathy; 

Held the moist shaddock to his parched mouth. 
Which felt exhaustion’s deep and bitter drouth. 

But soon observed , this guardian was withdrawn , 
Nor further mercy clouds rebellion’s dawn. 

Then forward stepp’d the bold and froward boy 
His chief had cherish’d only to destroy, 

And , pointing to the helpless prow beneath , 
Exclaim’d , “ Depart at once ! delay is death ! ” 

Yet then , even then , his feelings ceased not all : 
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In that last moment could a word recall 
Remorse for the black deed as yet half done , 

And what he hid from many show’d to one: 

When Bligh in stem reproach demanded where 
Was now his grateful sense of former care? 

Where all his hopes to see his name aspire , 

And blazon Britain’s thousand glories higher? 

His feverish lips thus broke their gloomy spell , 

“’T is that! ’t is that! I am in hell! in hell!” 

No more he said ; but urging to the bark 
His chief, commits him to his fragile ark; 

These the sole accents from his tongue that fell , 

But volumes lurk’d below his fierce farewell. 

9 . 

The arctic sun rose broad above the wave ; 

The breeze now sank , now whisper’d from his cave; 
As on the jEolian harp, his fitful wings 
Now swell’d , now flutter’d o’er his ocean strings. 
With slow, despairing oar, the abandon’d skifT 
Ploughs its drear progress to the scarce-seen cliff. 
Which lifts its peak a cloud above the main : 

That boat and ship §hall never meet again! 

But ’t is not mine to tell their tale of grief, 

Their constant peril , and their scant relief ; 

Their days of danger, and their nights of pain ; 
Their manly courage even when deem’d in vain , 

The sapping famine , rendering scarce a son 
Known to his mother in the skeleton ; 

The ills that lessen’d still their little store , 

And starv’d even Hunger till he wrung no more ; 

The varying frowns and favours of the deep , 

That now almost ingulfs , then leaves to creep 
With crazy oar and shatter’d strength along 
The tide that yields reluctant to the strong; 

The incessant fever of that arid thirst 

Which welcomes, as a well, the clouds that burst 

Above their naked bones , and feels delight 


Digitized by Google 


42 


THE ISLAND. 


In the cold drenching of the stormy night, 

And from the outspread canvass gladly wrings 
A drop to moisten life’s all-gasping springs ; 

The savage foe escaped , to seek again 
More hospitable shelter from the main ; 

The ghastly spectres which were doom’d at last 
To tell as true a tale of dangers past , 

As ever the dark annals of the deep 
Disclosed for man to dread or woman weep. 

10 . 

We leave them to their fate , but not unknown 
Nor unredress’d. Revenge may have her own : 

Roused discipline aloud proclaims their cause , 

And injured navies urge their broken laws. 

Pursue we on his track the mutineer, 

Whom distant vengeance had not taught to fear. 

W’ide o’er the w'ave — away ! away ! away ! 

Once more his eyes shall hail the welcome bay; 

Once more the happy shores without a law 
Receive the outlaws whom they lately saw; 

Nature , and Nature’s goddess — woman — woos 
To lands where , save their conscience , none accuse ; 
Where all partake the earth without dispute , 

And bread itself is gather’d as a fruit; 

Where none contest the fields, the woods, the streams: — 
The goldlcss age, where gold disturbs no dreams , 

Inhabits or inhabited the shore, 

Till Europe taught them better than before : 

Bestow’d her customs, and amended theirs, 

But left her vices also to their heirs. 

Away with this! behold them as they were, 

Do good with Nature , or with Nature err. 

‘ ‘ Huzza ! for Otaheite ! ” was the cry , 

As stately swept the gallant vessel by. 

The breeze springs up ; the lately flapping sail 
Extends its arch before the growing gale ; 

In swifter ripples stream aside the seas , 
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Which her bold bow flings off with dashing ease. 
Thus Argo plough’d theEuxine’s virgin foam ; 
But those she wafted still look'd bocklo home — 
These spurn their country with their rebel bark , 
And fly her as the raveu fled the ark ; 

And yet they seek to nestle with the dove, 

Aod tame their fiery spirits, down to love. 


C A <N T O ,U. 


1. 

How pleasant w ere the songs of Toobanai , 

When summer's sun went down the coral bay ! 

Come , let us to the islet’s softest shade , 

And hear the warbling birds ! the damsels said : 

The wood-dove from the forest depth shall coo , 

Like voices of the gods from Bolotoo ; 

We ’ll cull the flowers thatgrow above the dead , 

For these most bloom where rests the warrior’s head, 
And we will sit in twilight’s face , and see 
The sweet moon glancing through the tooa tree , 

The lofty accents ofw hose sighing bough 
Shall sadly please us as we lean .below ; 

Or climb the steep , and view the surf in vain 
Wrestle with rocky .giants -o’er the main , 

Which spurn in columns back the baffled spray. 

How beautiful are these ! how happy they , 

W r ho , from the toil and tumult of their lives , 

Steal to look down where nought but ocean strives ! 
Even he too loves at times the blue lagoon , 

And smooths his ruffled mane beneath the moon. 

2 . 

Yes — from the sepulchre we ’ll gather flowers , 

Then feast like spirits in their promised bowers, 
Then plunge and revel in the rolling surf, 

Then lay our limbs along the tender turf, 
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And , wet and shining from the sportive toil , 

Anoint our bodies with the fragrant oil , 

And plait our garlands gather’d from the grave , 

And wear the wreaths that sprung from out the brave. 
Butlo! night comes, the Mooa woos us back , 

The sound of mats are heard along our track ; 

Anon the torchlight dance shall fling its sheen 
In flashing mazes o’er the Marly’s green ; 

And we too will be there ; we too recall 
The memory bright with many a festival , 

Ere Fiji blew the shell of war, when foes 
For the first time were wafted in canoes. 

Alas ! for them the flower of mankind bleeds ; 

Alas ! for them our fields are rank with weeds : 
Forgotten is the rapture , or unknown , 

Of wandering with the moon and love alone. 

But be it so : — they taught us how to wield 
The club , and rain our arrows o’er the field : 

Now let them reap the harvest of their art ! 

But feast to-night ! to-morrow' we depart. 

Strike up the dance ! the cava bowl fill high ! 

Drain every drop ! — to-morrow we may die. 

In summer garments be our limbs array’d ; 

Around our waists the tappa’s white display’d ; 

Thick wreaths shall form our coronal , like spring’s , 
And round our necks shall glance the hooni strings; 
So shall their brighter hues contrast the glow 
Of the dusk bosoms that beat high below. 

3 . 

But now the dance is o’er — yet stay awhile; 

Ah , pause ! nor yet put out the social smile. 
To-morrow for the Mooa we depart , 

But not to-night — to-night is for the heart. 

Again bestow the wreaths we gently woo , 

Ye young enchantresses of gay Licoo ! 

How lovely are your forms ! how every sense 
Bows to your beauties , soften’d , but intense , 
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Like to the flowers on Mataloco’s steep , 

Which fling their fragrance far athwart the deep ! — 
We too will see Licoo; but — oh! my heart! — 
What do I say ? — to-morrow we depart ! 

4 . 

Thus rose a song — the harmony of times 
Before the winds blew Europe o’er these climes. 
True , they had vices — such are Nature’s growth — 
But only the barbarian’s — we have both : 

The sordor of civilisation , mix’d 

With all the savage which man’s fall hath fix’d. 

Who hath not seen Dissimulation’s reign, 

The prayers of Abel link’d to deeds of Cain? 

Who such would see may from his lattice view 
The Old World more degraded than the New, — 
Now next) no more, save where Columbia rears 
Twin giants , born by Freedom to her spheres 
Where Chimborazo , over air, earth, wave, 

Glares with his Titan eye , and sees no slave. 

5 . 

Such was this ditty of Tradition’s days, 

Which to the dead a lingering fame conveys 
In song , where fame as yet hath left no sign 
Beyond the sound whose charm is half divine; 

Which leaves no record to the sceptic eye. 

But yields young history all to harmony; 

A boy Achilles, with the centaur’s lyre 
In hand , to teach him to surpass his sire. 

For one long-cherish’d ballad’s simple stave, 

Rung from the roek, or mingled with the wave, 

Or from the bubbling streamlet’s grassy side , 

Or gathering mountain echoes as they glide, 

Hath greater power o’er each true heart and ear, 

Than all the columns Conquest’s minions rear; 
Invites, when hieroglyphics are a theme 
For sages’ labours or the student’s dream ; 

Attracts , when History’s volumes are a toil , — 
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The first, the freshest bud of Feeling’s soil. 

Such was this rude rhyme — rhyme is of the ru.de 
But such inspir'd the Norseman’s solitude , 

Who came and conquer’d; such, wherever rise 
Lands which no foes destroy or civilize. 

Exist : and what can our accomplish’d art 
Of verse do more than reach the awaken’d heart? 

6 . 

And sweetly now those untaught melodies 
Broke the luxurious silence of the skies , 

The sweet siesta of a summer day , 

The tropic afternoon of Toobonai , 

When every (lower was bloom , and air was balm, 
And the first breath began to stir the palm , 

The first yet voiceless wind to urge the wave 
All gently to refresh the thirsty cave , 

Where sat the songstress with the stranger boy . 
Who taught her passiou’s desolating joy , 

Too powerful over every heart, but most 
O’er those who know not how it may be lost ; 

O’er those who , burning in the new-born firp , 
Like martyrs revel in their funeral pyre, 

With such devotion to their ecstasy, 

That life knows no such rapture as to die : 

And die they do ; for earthly life has nought 
Match’d with that burst of nature,, even in thought 
And all our dreams of better life above 
But close in one eternal gush of love, 

7 . 

There sat the gcqtle savage of the wild , 

In growth a woman, though in years a child , 

As childhood dates Within our colder clime. 

Where nought is ripen’d rapidly save crime; 

The infant of an infant world , as pure 
From nature — lovely, warm, and premature; 
Dusky like night, but night with all Iter stars; 

Or cavern sparkling with its native spars ; 
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• 

With eyes that were a language and a Spell , 

A form like Aphrodite’s in her shell , 

With all her loves arrtund her on the deep , 

Voluptuous as the first approach of sleep ; 

Yet full of life — for through her tropic cheek 
The blush would make its way , and all but speak ; 

The sun-born blood suffused her neck , and threw 
O’er her clear nut-brown skin a lucid hue , 

Like coral reddening through the darken’d wave , 

Which draws the diver to the crimson cave. 

Such was this daughter of the southern seas, 

Herself a billow in her energies, 

To bear the bark of others' happiness , 

Nor feel a sorrow till their joy grew less : 

Her wild and warm yet faithful bosom knew 
N’o joy like what it gave ; her hopes ne’er drew 
Aught from experience , that chill touchstone, whose 
Sad proof reduces all things from their hues : 

She fear’d no ill , because she knew it not. 

Or what she knew was soon — too soon — forgot: 

Her smiles and tears had pass’d , as light w inds pass 
O’er lakes to ruffle, not destroy, their glass. 

Whose depths unsearch’d , and fountains from the hill. 
Restore their surface , in itself so still , 

Until the earthquake tear the naiad’s cave. 

Root up the spring, and trample on the wave, 

And crush the living waters to a mass, 

The amphibious desert of the dank morass! 

And must their fate be hers? The eternal change 
But grasps humanity with quicker range; 

And they who fall but fall os worlds will fall, 

To rise, if just, a spirit o’er them all. 

8 . 

And who is he? the hlue-eyed northern child 
Of isles more known to man , but scarce less wild ; 

The fair-hair’d offspring of the Hebrides, 

Where roars the Pentland with its whirling seas 
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Rock’d in his cradle by the roaring wind , 

The tempest-born in body and in mind, 

His young eyes opening on the ocean-foam, 

Had from that moment deem’d the deep his home. 
The giant comrade of his pensive moods, 

The sharer of his craggy solitudes , 

The only Mentor of his youth , where’er 
His bark was borne ; the sport of wave and air ; 

A careless thing , who placed his choice in chance , 
Nursed by the legends of his land’s romance; 

Eager to hope , but not less firm to bear, 

Acquainted with all feelings save despair 
Placed in the Arab’s clime, he would have been 
As bold a rover as the sands have seen, 

And braved their thirst with as enduring lip 
As Ishmael , wafted on his desert-ship ; 

Fix’d upon Chili’s shore , a proud cacique ; 

On Hellas’ mountains , a rebellious Greek ; 

Born in a tent, perhaps a Tamerlane ; 

Bred to a throne , perhaps unfit to reign. 

For the same soul that rends its path to sway, 

If rear’d to such , can find no further prey 
Beyond itself, and must retrace its way 
Plunging for pleasure into pain : the same 
Spirit which made a Nero , Rome’s worst shame , 

A humbler state and discipline of heart, 

Had form’d his glorious namesake’s counterpart; 
But grant his vices, grant them all his own, 

How small their theatre without a throne ! 

9 . 

Thousmilest; — these comparisons seem high 
To those who scan all things with dazzled eye ; 
Link’d with the unknown name of one w hose doom 
Has nought to do with glory or with Rome, 

With Chili, Hellas, orwithAraby; — 

Thou smilest? — Smile; ’t is better thus than sigh; 
Yet such he might have been ; he was a man , 
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A soaring spirit, ever in the van , 

A patriot hero or despotic chief, 

To form a nation’s glory or its grief, 

Born under auspices which makes us more 
Or less than we delight to ponder o’er. 

But these are visions ; say , what was he here? 
A blooming boy, a truant mutineer. 

The fair-hair’d Torquil, free as ocean’s spray, 
The husband of the bride of Toboonai. 


10 . 

By Neuha’s side he sate , and watch’d the waters , — 
Neuha , the sun-flower of the island daughters , 

Highborn, (a birth at which the herald smiles, 

Without a scutcheon for these secret isles , ) 

Of a long race, the valiant and the free, 

The naked knights of savage chivalry, 

Whose grassy cairns ascend along the shore; 

And thine — 1 ’ve seen — Achilles ! do no more. 

She , when the thunder-bearing strangers came , 

In vast canoes , begirt with bolts of flame , 

Topp’d with tall trees , which , loftier than the palm , 
Seem’d rooted in the deep amidst its calm : 

But when the winds awaken’d , shot forth wings 
Broad as the cloud along the horizon flings , 

And sway’d the waves , like cities of the sea , 

Making the very billows look less free; — 

She, with her paddling oar and dancing prow , 

Shot through the surf, like reindeer through the snow. 
Swift-gliding o’er the breaker’s whitening edge , 

Light as a nereid in her ocean sledge , 

And gazed and wonder’d at the giant hulk , 

Which heaved from wave to wave its trampling bulk : 

The anchor dropp’d ; it lay along the deep , 

Like a huge lion in the sun asleep , 

While round it swarm’d the proas’ flitting chain , 

Like summer bees that hum around his mane. 

Lord lltjran. Ill 4 
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The ■whiff man landed ! — need the rest be fold T 
The New World stretch’d its dusk hand to the Old; 

Each was to each a marvel , and the tie 
Of wonder warm’d to better sympathy. 

Kind was the welcome of the sun-born sires, 

And kinder still their daughters' gentler fires. 

Their union grew : the children of the storm 
Found beauty link'd with many a dusky form; 

While these in turn admired the paler glow. 

Which seem’d so white in climes that knew no snow. 

The chase, the race, the liberty to roam, 

The soil where every cottage show’d a home; 

The sca-spread net, the lightly-launch’d canoe , 

Which stemm'd the studded archipelago , 

O’er whose blue bosom rose the starry isles ; 

The healthy slumber, ear'nd by sportive toils; 

The palm , the loftiest dryad of the w oods , 

Within whose bosom infant Racehus broods. 

While eagles scarce build higher than the crest 
Which shadows o’er the \ineyard in her breast; 

The cava feast, the yam , the cocoa’s root, 

Which bears at once the cup , and milk , and fruit; 

The bread-tree, which, without the ploughshare , yields 
The uurcap’d harvest of unfurrow’d fields, 

And bakes its unadulterated loaves 
Without a furnace in unpurchased groves, 

And flings o(T famine from its fertile breast, 

A priceless market for the gathering guest ; — 

These, with the luxuries of seas and woods, 

The airy joys of social solitudes , 

Tamed each rude wanderer to the sympathies 
Of those who were more happy , if less wise, 

Did more than Europe's discipline had done, 

And civilized Civilisation’s son! 
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12 . 

Of these , and there was many a willing pair , 

Neuha and Torquil were not the least fair: 

Both children of the isles , though distant far; 

Both born beneath a sea-presiding star; 

Both nourish’d amidst nature’s native scenes. 

Loved to the hst, whatever intervenes 
Between us and our childhood's sympathy , 

Which still reverts to what first caught the eye. 

He who first met the Highlands’ swelling hiue 
Will love each peak that shows a kindred hue . 

Hail in each crag a friend’s familiar face , 

And clasp the mountain in his mind’s embrace. 

Long have I roam’d through lauds which are uotmiac„ 
Adored the Alp , and loved the Apeuninc , 

Revered Parnassus, and beheld the steep 
Jove’s Ida and Olympus crown the deep : 

But ’t was not all long ages’ lore , nor all 
Their nature held me in their thrilling thrall ; 

The infant rapture still survived the boy. 

And Loch-na-gar with Ida look’d o’er Troy, 

Mix’d Celtic memories with the Phrygian mount. 

And Highland linns with Castalic’s clear fount. 

Forgive me, Homer's universal shade! 

Forgive me , Photbus ! that my fancy stray’d ; 

The north and nature taught me to adore 
Your sceues sublime, from those beloved before. 

13. 

The love which moketh all things fond and fair, 

The youth which makes one rainbow of the air. 

The dangers past, that make e'en man enjoy 
The pause in which he ceases to destroy , 

The mutual beauty, which the sternest feel 
Strike to (heir hearts like lightning to the stccJ, 

United the half sa\ age und the whole. 

The maid and hoy , in one absorbing soul. 

No more the thundering memory of the light 

4 * 
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Wrapp’d his wean’d bosom in its dark delight; 

No more the irksome restlessness of rest 
Disturb’d him like the eagle in her nest, 

Whose w r hetted beak and far-pervading eye 
Darts for a victim over all the sky; 

His heart was tamed to that voluptuous state , 

At once Elysian and effeminate , 

Which leaves no laurels o’er the hero's urn ; 

These wither when for aught save blood they burn ; 

Yet when their ashes in their nook are laid , 

Doth not the myrtle leave as sweet a shade? 

Had Caesar known but Cleopatra’s kiss , 

Rome had been free, the world had not been his. 

And what have Caesar’s deeds and Caesar’s fame 
Done for the earth? We feel them in our shame : 

The gory sanction of his glory stains 

The rust which tyrants cherish on our chains. 

Though Glory, Nature, Reason, Freedom, bid 
Roused millions do what single Brutus did — 

Sweep these mere mock-birds of the despot’s song 
From the tall bough where they have perch’d so long, — 
Still are we hawk'd at by such mousing owls , 

And take for falcons those ignoble fowls , 

When but a word of freedom would dispel 
These bugbears , as their terrors show too well. 

14 . 

Rapt in the fond forgetfulness of life, 

Neuha , the South Sea girl , was all a wife , 

With no distracting world to call her off 
From love ; with no society to scoff 
At the new transient flame; no babbling crowd 
Of coxombry in admiration loud , 

Or with adulterous whisper to alloy 
Her duty, and her glory, and her joy: 

With faith and feelings naked as her form, 

She stood as stands a rainbow in a storm , 

Changing its hues with bright variety, 
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Bat still eipaadiag lovelier o’er the sky , 

Howe’er its arch may swell , its colours move , 

The cloud-compelling harbinger of love. 

15 . 

Here , in this grotto of the wave-worn shore , 

They pass’d the tropic’s red meridian o’er; 

Nor long the hours — they never paused o’er time , 
Unbroken by the clock’s funereal chime, 

Which deals the daily pittance of our span , 

And points and mocks with iron laugh at man. 
W’hat deem'd they of the future or the past? 

The present, like a tyrant, held them fast: 

Their hour-glass was the sea-sand , and the tide , 
Like her smooth billow , saw their moments glide ; 
Their clock the sun , in his unbounded tow’r; 

They reckon’d not, whose day was but an hour; 
The nightingale, their only vesper-bell , 

Sung sweetly to the rose the day’s farewell ; 

The broad sun set, but not with lingering sweep , 
As in the north he mellows o’er the deep ; 

But fiery, full, and fierce, as if he left 
The world for ever , earth of light bereft , 

Plunged with red forehead down along the wave , 
As dives a hero headlong to his grave. 

Then rose they , looking first along the skies , 

And then for light into each other's eyes , 
Wondering that summer show’d so brief a sun , 
And asking if indeed the day were done. 

16 . 

And let not this seem strange : the devotee 
Lives not in earth , but in his ecstasy ; 

Around him days and worlds are heedless driven , 
His soul is gone before his dust to heaven. 

Is love less potent? No — his path is trod , 

Alike uplifted gloriously to God ; 

Or link’d to all we know of heaven below. 

The other better self, whose joy or woe 
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Is more than ours; the all-absorbing flame , 
Which, kindled by another,, grows the same, 
Wrapt in one blaze; the pure, jet funeral pile. 
Where gentle hearts , like Bramins , sit and smile. 
How often we forget all lime, when, lone, 

Admiring Nature's universal throne, 

Her woods, her wilds, her waters, the intense 
Reply of hers to our intelligence ! 

Live not the stars and mountains? Are the waves 
Without a spirit? Are the dropping caves 
Without a feeling in their silent tears? 

No, no; — they woo and clasp us to their spheres. 
Dissolve this clog aud clod of clay before 
Its hour , and merge our soul in the great shore. 
Strip off this fond and false identity ! — 

Who thinks of self, when gazing on thesky? 

And who, though gazing lower,. ever thought, 

In the young moments ere the heart is taught 
Time’s lesson , of man’s baseness or his own? 

All nature is his realm , and love his throne. 

17 . 

Neuha arose , and Torquil : twilight’s hour 
Came sad and softly to their rocky bower, 

Which, kindling by degrees its dewy spars , 
Echoed their dim light to the musteriog stars. 
Slowly the pair, partaking nature’s calm , 

Sought out their cottage, built beneath the palm ; 
Now smiling and now silent , as the scene ; 

Lovely as Love — the spirit ! — w hen serene. 

The Ocean scarce spoke louder with his swell , 

Than breathes his mimic murnuirer in the shell, 
As , far divided from his parent deep , 

The sea - born infant cries , and will not sleep, 
Raising his little plaint in vain , to rave 
For the broad bosom of his nursing wave ; 

The woods droop’d darkly , as inclined to rest. 

The tropic bird wheel'd rockvvard to his nest, 
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And the blue sky spread round them like a lake 
Of peace , where Piety her thirst might slake. 

18 . 

But through the palm and plantain , hark , a voice ! 
Not such as would have been a lover’s choice, 

In such an hour , to break the air so still ; 

No dying night- breeze , harping o’er the hill, 
Striking the strings of nature, rock and tree , 

Those best and earliest lyres of harmony, 

With Echo for their chorus ; nor the arlarm 
Of the loud war-whoop to dispel the charm; 

Nor the soliloquy of the hermit owl , 

Exhaling all his solitary soul, 

The dim though large -eyedwinged anchorite. 

Who peals his dreary pa;an o'er the night; — 

But a loud, long, and naval whistle, shrill 
As ever started through a sea-bird’s bill; 

A i^l then a pause, and then a hoarse “ If illo ! 
Torquil! my boy! what cheer? Ho! brother, ho!” 
“Who hails?” cried Torquil , following with his eye 
The sound. “Here’s one,” was all the brief reply* 

19 . 

But here the herald of the self-same mouth 
Came breathing o'er the aromatic south, 

Not like a “bed of violets” on the gale, 

But such as wafts its cloud o’er grog or ale , 

Borne from a short frail pipe , which yet had blown 
Its gentle odours over either zone , 

And , puff" d where’er winds rise or waters roll , 

Had wafted smoke from Portsmouth to the Pole, 
Opposed its vapour as the lightning flash’d, 

And reek’d, ’midst mountain-billows unabash'd, 

To ./Eolus a constant sacrifice , 

Through every change of all the varying skiesw 
And what was he who bore it? — I may err, 

But deem him sailor or philosopher. 

Sublime tobacco! which from east to west 
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Gieet-s the tar’s labour or the Turkman’s rest ; 
Which on the Moslem’s ottoman divides 
His hours, and rivals opium and his brides; 
Magnificent in Stamboul, but less grand, 

Though not less loved , in Wapping or the Strand ; 
Divine in hookas, glorious in a pipe , 

When tipp’d with amber, mellow, rich, and ripe; 
Like other charmers, wooing the caress 
More dazzlingly when daring in full dress ; 

Yet thy true lovers more admire by far 
Thy naked beauties — Give me a cigar! 

20 . 

Through the approaching darkness of the wood 
A human figure broke the solitude. 

Fantastically, it may be , array’d , 

A seaman in a savage masquerade; 

Such as appears to rise out from the deep 
When o’er the line the merry vessels sweep , 

And the rough saturnalia of the tar 
Flock o’er the deck, in Neptune’s borrow'd car; 
And , pleased , the god of ocean sees his name 
Revive once more , though but in mimic game 
Of his true sons , who riot in the breeze 
Undreamt of in his native Cyclades. 

Still the old god delights, from out the main, 

To snatch some glimpses of his ancient reign. 

Our sailor’s jacket, though in ragged trim , 

His constant pipe , which never yet burn’d dim , 

His foremast air, and somewhat rolling gait, 

Like his dear vessel , spoke his former state ; 

But then a sort of kerchief round his head, 

Not over- tightly bound , nor nicely spread ; 

And , ’stead of trousers (ah ! too early torn ! 

For even the mildest woods will have their thorn) 

A curious sort of somewhat scanty mat 
Now served for inexpressibles and hat; 

His naked feet and neck , and sunburnt face , 
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Perchance might suit alike with either race. 

His arms were all his own , our Europe’s growth , 

Which two worlds bless for civilizing both ; 

The musket swung behind his shoulders broad. 

And somewhat stoop’d by his marine abode , 

But brawny as the boar’s ; and hung beneath , 

His cutlass droop’d, unconscious of a sheath , 

Or lost or worn away ; his pistols were 
Link’d to his belt, a matrimonial pair — 

(Let not this metaphor appear a scoff, 

Though one miss’d fire , the other would go off) ; , 

These , with a bayonet , not so free from rust 
As when the arm -chest held its brighter trust, 

Completed his accoutrements, as Night 
Survey’d him in his garb heteroclite. 

21 . 

“What cheer, Ben Bunting?” cried (when in full view 
Our new acquaintance) Torquil. “Aught of new?” 

“Ey, ey!” quoth Ben, “not new, but news enow; 

A strange sail in the offing." — “ Sail ! and how? 

What! could you make her out? It cannot be; 

I ’ve seen no rag of canvass on the sea.” 

“Belike,” said Ben, “you might not from the bay , 

But from the bluff-head, where 1 watch’d to-day, 

I saw her in the doldrums ; for the wind 
Was light and baffling.” — “ When the sun declined 
Where lay she? had she anchor’d?” — “No, but still 
She bore down on us , till the wind grew still.” 

“Her flag?” — “I had no glass: but fore and aft. 

Egad! she seem’d a wicked -looking craft.” 

“Arm’d?” — “I expect so; — sent on the look-out: 

*T is time , belike , to put our helm about.” 

“About? — Whate’er may have us now in chase , 

We ’ll make no running fight, for that were base ; 

We will die at our quarters , like true men.” 

“Ey , ey! for that ’t is all the same to Ben.” 

“Does Christian know this?” — “Ay; he has piped all hands 
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To quarters. They are furbishing the stands 
Of arras ; and we have got some. guns to bear, 

And scaled them. You are wanted.” — “ That’s but fair ; 
And if it were not, mine is not the soul 
To leave my comrades helpless on the shoal. 

My Neuha ! ah ! and must my fate pursue 
Not me alone, but one so sweet and true? 

But whatsoe’er betide, ah, Neuha! now 
Unman me not; the hour will not allow 
A tear ; I am thine whatever intervenes ! ” 

“Right,” quoth Beo , “ that will do for the marines.” 

CANT 0 III. 


1. 

The fight was o’er; the flashing through the gloom , 
Which robes the cannon as he wings a tomb , 

Had ceased; and sulphury vapours upward driven 
Had left the earth , and but polluted heaven : 

The rattling roar which rung in every volley 
Had left the echoes to their melancholy ; 

No more they shriek’d their horror , boom for boom ; 

The strife was done, the vanquish’d had their doom ; 

The mutineers were crush’d, dispersed, orda’en, 

Or lived to deem the happiest were the slain. 

Few, few escaped, and these were hunted o'er 
The isle they loved beyond their native shore. 

No further home was theirs , it seem'd, on earth, 

Once renegades to that which gave them birth ; 

Track’d like wild beasts , like them they sought the wild , 
As to a mother’s bosom flies the child ; 

But vainly wolves and lions seek their den , 

And still more vainly men escape fram meo. 

2 . 

Beneath a rock whose jutting base protrudes 
Far over ocean in his fiercest moods , 
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When scaling his enormous crag the ware 
Is hurl'd down headlong, like the foremost brave; 
And falls back on the foaming crowd behind , 

Which fight beneath Ihe banners of the wind, 

But now at rest, a little remnant drew 
Together, bleeding, thirsty, faint, and few; 

But still their weapons in their hands , and still 
With something of the pride of former will , 

As men not all unused to meditate , 

And strive.much more than wonder at their fate; 
Their present lot was what they had foreseen, 

And dared as what was likely to have been; 

Yet still the lingering hope , which deem’d their lot 
Not pardon’d , but unsought for or forgot , 

Or trusted that, if sought, their distant caves 
Might still be miss’d amidst the world of w aves; 

Had wean’d their thoughts in part from what they saw 
And felt, the vengeance of their country’s law'. 

Their sea-green isle, their guilt-w'on paradise. 

No more could shield their virtue or their vice : 

Their better feelings , if such were, were thrown 
Back on themschcs, — their sins remain'd alone. 
Proscribed even in their second country, they 
Were lost; in vain the world before them lay; 

All outlets seem’d secured . 1 Their new allies' 

Had fought and bled in mutual sacrifice; 

But what avail’d the club and spear, and arm 
Of Hercules, againstlhe sulphury charm , 

The magic of the thunder , which destroy’d 
The warrior ere his strength could be employ’d? 

Bug, like a spreading pestilence , the grave 
No less of human bravery than the brave ! 

Their own scant numbers 'acted all the few 
Against the many oft will dare and dO; 

But though the choice seems native to die free; 

Even Greece can boast but one Thermopylae', 
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Till now, when she has forged her broken chain 
Back to a sword , and dies and lives again ! 

3 . 

Beside the jutting rock the few appear'd , 

Like the last remnant of the red-deer’s herd ; 

Their eyes were feverish , and their aspect worn , 

But still the hunter’s blood was on their horn, 

A. little stream came tumbling from the height, 

And straggling into ocean as it might. 

Its bounding crystal frolick’d in the ray, 

And gush’d from cliff to crag with saltless spray ; 

Close on the wild, wide ocean , yet as pure 
And fresh as innocence , and more secure , 

Its silver torrent glitter’d o’er the deep , 

As the shy chamois’ eye o’erlooks the steep , 

While far below the vast and sullen swell 
Of ocean's alpine azure rose and fell. 

To this young spring they rush’d, — all feelings first 
Absorb’d in passion’s and in nature’s thirst, — 

Drank as they do who drink their last, and threw 
Their arms aside to revel in its dew; 

Cool’d their scorch’d throats , and wash’d the gory stains 
From wounds whose only bandage might be chains ; 

Then , when their drought was quench’d , look’d sadly round , 
As wondering how so many still were found 
Alive and fetterless : — but silent all , 

Each sought his fellows eyes , as if to call 
On him for language which his lips denied, 

As though their voices with their cause had died. 

4 . 

Stern , and aloof a little from the rest , 

-Stood Christian , with his arms across his chest. 

The ruddy, reckless , dauntless hue once spread 
Along his cheek was livid now as lead ; 

His light-brown locks , so graceful in their flow, 

Now rose like startled vipers o’er his brow. 

Still as a statue , with his lips comprest 
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To stifle even the breath within his breast, 

Fast by the rock , all menacing, but mute, 

He stood ; and , save a slight beat of his foot , 

Which deepen’d now and then the sandy dint 
Beneath his heel , his form seem’d turn’d to flint. 

Some paces further Torquil lean’d his head • 

Against a bank , and spoke not, but he bled , — 

Not mortally; — his worst wound was within : 

His brow was pale, his blue eyes sunken in , 

And blood-drops , sprinkled o’er his yellow hair , 

Show’d that his faintness came not from despair 
But nature’s ebb. Beside him was another. 

Rough as a bear, but willing as a brother, — 

Ben Bunting, who essay’d to wash, and wipe. 

And bind his wound — then calmly lit his pipe , 

A trophy which survived a hundred fights, 

A beacon which had cheer’d ten thousand nights. 

The fourth and last of this deserted group 

Walk’d up and down — at times would stand, then stoop 

To pick a pebble up — then let it drop — 

Then hurry as in haste — then quickly stop — 

Then cast his eyes on his companions — then 
Half whistle half a tuue, and pause again — 

And then his former movements would redouble, 

With something between carelessness and trouble. 

This is a long description , but applies 
To scarce five minutes pass’d before the eyes; 

But yet what minutes ! Moments like to these 
Rend men’s lives into immortalities. 

5 . 

At length Jack Skyscrape , a mercurial man , 

Who flutter’d over all things like a fan, 

More brave than firm, and more disposed to dare 
And die at once than wrestle with despair, 

Exclaim’d , “ G — d damn ! ” — those syllables intense , — 
Nucleus of England's native eloquence , 

As the Turk’s “Allah!” or the Roman’s more 
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Pagan “ Proh Jupiter ! ” was wont of yore 
To give their first impressions such a vent, 

By way of echo to embarrassment. 

Jack was embarrass'd , — never hero more, 

And as he knew not what to say, he swore : 

Nor swore in vain ; the long congenial sound 
Revived Ben Hunting from his pipe profound ; 

He drew it from his mouth , and look’d full wise , 
But merely added to die oath his eyes ; 

Thus rendering the imperfect phrase complete, 

A peroration I need uot repeat 


6 . 

But Christian, of a higher order, stood 
Like an extinct volcano in his mood ; 

Silent, and sad , and savage, — with the trace 
Of passion reeking from his clouded face; 

Till lifting up again his sombre eye, 

It glanced on Torquil , who lean’d faintly by. 

“And is it thus?" he cried, “unhappy boy! 

And thee, too, thee — my madness must destroy!” 
He said , and strode to where young Torquil stood, 

Yet dabbled with his lately flowing blood ; 

Seized his hand wistfully, but did not press, 

And shrunk as fearful of his own caress; 

Enquired into his state; and when he heard 
The wound was slighter than he deem'd or fear’d', 

A moment’s brightness pass’d along his brow, 

As much as such a moment would allow. 

“Yes,” he exclaim’d, “we are taken in the toil, 

But not a coward or a common spoil ; 

Dearly they have bought us — dearly still may buy, — 
And I must fall; but have you strength to fly? 

*T would be some comfort still, could you survive; 
Our dwindled band is now too few to strive. 

Oh! for a sole canoe ! though but a shell, 

To bear you hence to where a hope may dwell! 
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Forme, my lot is what I sought; to be. 

In life or death , the fearless and the free." 

7 . 

Even as he spoke, around the promontory. 

Which nodded o'er (he billows high and hoary, 

A dark speck dotted ocean : on it flew 
Like to the shadow of a roused sea-mew; 

Onward it came — and lo ! a second follow’d — 

Now seen — now hid — where ocean's vale was hollow’d; 

And near, and nearer, till their dusky crew 
Presented well-known aspects to the view. 

Till on the surf their skimming paddles play, 

Buoyant as wings, and flitting through the spray; — • 

Now perching on the wave’s high curl , and now 
Dash’d downward in the thundering foam below. 

Which flings it broad and boiling sheet on sheet. 

And slings its high flakes, shiver’d into sleet: 

But floating still through surf and swell , drew nigh 
The barks, like small birds through a lowering sky. 

Their art seem'd nature — such the skill to sweep 
The wa\e of these horn playmates of the deep. 

8 . 

And who the first that, springing on the strand, 

Lenp’d like a nereid from her shell lo land. 

With dark but brilliant skin, and dewy eye 
Shining with love, and hope, and constancy? 

Neulia — the fond, the faithful, the adored — 

Her heart on Torquil’s like a torrent pour’d; 

And smiled, and wept, and near, and nearer clasp’d. 

As if to be assured ’t was him she grasp’d; 

Shudder’d to sec his yet worm wound , and then, 

To find it trivial , smiled and wept again. 

She was a warrior’s daughter, and could bear 
Such sights, and feel, and mourn, but not dcspaiir. 

Her lover Ihcd , — nor foes nor fears could blight 
That full-blown moment in its all delight: 

Joy trickled in her tears, joy fill’d the sob 
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That rock’d her heart till almost heard to throb ; 

And paradise was breathing in the sigh 
Of nature’s child in nature’s ecstasy. 

9 . 

The sterner spirits who beheld that meeting 

Were not unmoved; who are , when hearts are greeting? 

Even Christian gazed upon the maid and boy 

With tearless eye , but yet a gloomy joy 

Mix’d with those bitter thoughts the soul arrays 

In hopeless visions of our better days , 

When all ’s gone — to the rainbow’s latest ray. 

“And but for me ! ” he said , and turn’d away ; 

Then gazed upon the pair, as in his den 
A lion looks upon his cubs again ; 

And then relapsed into his sullen guise , 

As heedless of his further destinies. 

10 . 

But brief their time for good or evil thought; 

The billows round the promontory brought 
The plash of hostile oars. — Alas ! who made 
That sound a dread? All around them seem’d array’d 
Against them , save the bride of Toobonai : 

She, as she caught the first glimpse o’er the bay 
Of the arm’d boats, which hurried to complete 
The remnant’s ruin with their flying feet , 

Beckon’d the natives round her to their prows , 
Embark’d their guests and launch’d their light canoes; 

In one placed Christian and his comrades twain ; 

But she and Torquil must not part again. 

She fix’d him in her own. — Away ! away ! 

They clear the breakers, dart along the bay, 

And towards a group of islets, such as bear 
The sea-bird’s nest and seal’s surf-hollow’d lair, 

They skim the blue tops of the billows ; fast 
They flew, and fast their fierce pursuers chased. 

They gain upon them — now they lose again , — 

Again make way and menace o’er the main ; 
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And now the two canoes in chase divide , 

And follow different courses o’er the tide', 

To baffle the pursuit. — Away! away! 

As life is on each paddle’s flight to-day, 

And more than life or lives to Neuha : Love 
Freights the frail bark and urges to the cove — 
And now the refuge and the foe are nigh — 

Yet, yet a moment! — Fly, thou light ark , Jly! 

CANTO IV. 


1. 

White as a white sail on a dusky sea , 

When half the horizon ’s clouded and half free , 
Fluttering between the dun wave and the sky , 

Is hope’s last gleam in man’s extremity. 

Her anchor parts ; but still her snowy sail 
Attracts our eye amidst the rudest gale : 

Though every wave she climbs divides us more. 

The heart still follows from the loneliest shore. 

2 . 

Not distant from the isle of Toobonai , 

A black rock rears its bosom o’er the spray , 

The haunt of birds , a desert to mankind , 

Where the rough seal reposes from the wind , 

And sleeps unwieldy in his cavern dun , 

Or gambols with huge frolic in the sun : 

There shrilly to the passing oar is heard 
The startled echo of the ocean bird, 

Who rears on its bare breast her callow brood , 

The feather’d fishers of the solitude. 

A narrow segment of the yellow sand 
On one side forms the outline of a strand; 

Here the young turtle , crawling from his shell , 
Steals to the deep wherein his parents dwell ; 
Chipp’d by the beam, a nursling of the day, 

Lord Hyron. Ill 5 
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But hatch’d for ocean by the fostering ray ; 

The rest was one bleak precipice, as e’er 
Gave mariners a shelter and despair; 

A spot to make the saved regret the deck 
Which late went down , and envy the lost wreck. 

Such was the stern asylum Neuha chose 
To shield her lover from his following foes ; 

But all its secret was not told ; she knew 
In this a treasure hidden from the view. 

3 . 

Ere the canoes divided, near the spot, 

The men that mann’d what held her Torquil’s lot , 

By her command removed, to strengthen more 
The skiff which wafted Christian from the shore. 

This he would have opposed ; but with a smile 
She pointed calmly to the craggy isle, 

And bade him “ speed and prosper.” She would take 
The rest upon herself forTorquil’s sake. 

They parted with this added aid ; afar 
The proa darted like a shooting star, 

And gain’d on the pursuers , who now steer’d 
Right on the rock which she and Torquil near’d. 

They pull’d; her arm, though delicate, was free 
.And firm as ever grappled with the sea, 

And yielded scarce to Torquil’s manlier strength. 

The prow now almost lay within its length 
Of the crag's steep , ineiorable face , 

With nought but soundless waters for its base; 

Within a hundred boats’ length was the foe , 

And now what refuge but their frail canoe? 

This Torquil ask’d with half upbraiding eye, 

Which said — “Has Neuha brought me here to die? 

Is this a place of safely , or a grave, 

And yon huge rock the tombstone of the wave?” 

4 . 

They rested on their paddles, and uprose 
Neuha, and pointing to the approaching foes, 
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Cried , ‘ ‘ Torquil , follow me , and fearless follow ! ” 
Then plunged at once into the ocean’s hollow. 

There was no time to pause — the foes were near — 
Chains in his eye , and menace in his ear ; 

With vigour they pull'd on , and as they came , 

Hail’d him to yield, and by his forfeit name. 
Headlong he leapt — to him the swimmer’s skill 
Was native , and now all his hope from ill : 

But how, or where? He dived, and rose no more ; 
The boat’s crew look’d amazed o’er sea and shore. 
There was no landing on that precipice , 

Steep , harsh , and slippery as a berg of ice. 

They watch’d awhile to see him float again , 

But not a trace rebubbled from the main : 

The wave roll’d on , no ripple on its face , 

Since their first plunge recall’d a single trace; 

The little whirl which eddied , and slight foam. 

That whiten’d o’er what seem’d their latest home 
White as a sepulchre above the pair 
Who left no marble (mournful as an heir) 

The quiet proa wavering o’er the tide 
Was all that told of Torquil and his bride; 

And but for this alone the whole might seem 
The vanish’d phantom of a seaman’s dream. 

They paused and search’d in vain, then pull’d away; 
Even superstition now forbade their stay. 

Some said he had not plunged into the wave, 

But vanish’d like a corpse-light from a grave ; 

Others , that something supernatural 
Glared in his figure , more than mortal tall ; 

While all agreed that in his cheek and eye 
There was a dead hue of eternity. 

Still as their oars receded from the crag, 

Round every weed a moment would they lag, 
Eipectant of some token of their prey; 

But ho — he had melted from them like the spray. 

5 * 
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5 . 

And where was he the pilgrim of the deep , 

Following the nereid? Had they ceased to weep 
Forever? or, received in coral caves, 

Wrung life and pity from the softening waves? 

Did they with ocean’s hidden sovereigns dwell , 

And sound with mermen the fantastic shell? 

Did Neuha with the mermaids comb her hair 
Flowing o’er ocean as it stream’d in air? 

Or had they perish’d , and in silence slept 
Beqeath the gulf wherein they boldly leapt? 

6 . 

Young Neuha plunged into the deep , and he 
Follow’d : her track beneath her native sea 
Was as a native’s of the element, 

So smoothly, bravely, brilliantly she went, 

Leaving a streak of light behind her heel, 

Which struck and flash’d like an amphibious steel. 
Closely, and scarcely less expert to trace 
The dephts where divers hold the pearl in chase, 
Torquil , the nursling of the northern seas , 

Pursued her liquid steps with heart and case. 

Deep — deeper for an instant Neuha led 
The way — then upward soar’d — and as she spread 
Her arms , and flung the foam from off her locks , 
Laugh’d , and the sound was answer'd by the rocks. 
They had gain’d a central realm of earth again , 

But look’d for tree, and field, and sky, in vain. 
Around she pointed to a spacious cave, 

Whose only portal was the keyless wave , 

(A hollow archway by the sun unseen , 

Save through the billows’ glassy veil of green , 

In some transparent ocean holiday , 

When all the finny people are at play,) 

Wiped with her hair the brine from Torquil’s eyes. 
And clapp’d her hands with joy at his surprise ; 

Led him to where the rock appear’d to jut, 
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And form a something like a Triton’s hut; 

For all was darkness for a space , till day , 

Through clefts above let in a sober’d ray ; 

As in some old cathedral’s glimmering aisle 
The dusty monuments from light recoil , 

Thus sadly in their refuge submarine 

The vault drew half her shadow from the scene. 

7. 

Forth from her bosom the young savage drew 
A pine torch , strongly girded with gnatoo ; 

A plantain-leaf o’er all, the more to keep 
Its latent sparkle from the.sapping deep. 

This mantle kept it dry; then from a nook 
Of the same plantain-leaf a flint she took , 

A few shrunk wither’d twigs , and from the blade 
Of Torquil’s knife struck lire, and thus array’d 
The grot with torchlight. Wide it was and high , 
And show’d a self-born Gothic canopy; 

The arch uprear’d by nature’s architect, 

The architrave some earthquake might erect; 

The buttress from some mountain’s bosom hurl'd, 
When the Poles crash’d , and water was the world ; 
Or harden’d from some earth-absorbing fire , 

W’hile yet the globe reek’d from its funeral pyre; 
The fretted pinnacle, the aisle , the nave , 

Were there , all scoop’d by Darkness from her cave. 
There , with a little tinge of phantasy. 

Fantastic faces mop’d and mow’d on high, 

And then a mitre or a shrine would fix 
The eye upon its seeming crucifix. 

Thus Nature play’d with the stalactites, 

And built herself a chapel of the seas. 

8 . 

And Neuha took her Torquil by the hand , 

And waved along the vault her kindled brand, 

And led him into each recess , and show’d 
The secret places of their new abode. 
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Nor these alone , for all had been prepared 
Before, to soothe the lover's lot she shared : 

The mat for rest ; for dress the fresh gnatoo , 

And sandal oil to fence against the dew; 

For food the cocoa-nut , the yam , the bread 
Borne of the fruit; for board the plantain spread • 
With its broad leaf, or turtle-shell which bore 
A banquet in the flesh it cover’d o’er; 

The gourd with w r ater recent from the rill, 

The ripe banana from the mellow hill ; 

A pine-torch pile to keep undying light, 

And she herself, as beautiful as night, 

To fling her shadowy spirit o’er the scene, 

And make their subterranean world serene. 

She had foreseen, since first the stranger’s sail 
Drew to their isle , that force or flight might fail , 
And form'd a refuge of the rocky den 
For Torquil’s safety from his countrymen. 

Each dawn had wafted there her light canoe , 
Laden with all the golden fruits that grew ; 

Each eve had seen her gliding through the hour 
With all could cheer or deck their sparry bower; 
And now she spread her little store with smiles , 
The happiest daughter of the loving isles. 

9 . 

She , as he gazed with grateful wonder , press’d 
Her shelter’d love to her impassion’d breast; 

And suited to her soft caresses , told 
An olden tale of love, — for love is old , 

Old as eternity , but not outworn 
With each new being born or to be born : 

How a young chief, a thousand moons ago , 
Diving for turtle in the depths below, 

Had risen, in tracking fast his ocean prey. 

Into the cave which round and o’er them lay : 

How in some desperate feud of after-time 
He shelter’d there a daughter of the clime , 
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A foe beloved , and offspring of a foe , 

Saved by bis tribe but for a captive’s $voe ; 

How, when the storm of war was still’d , he led 
His island clan to where the waters spread 
Their deep-green shadow o’er the rocky door, 

Then dived — it seem’d as if to rise no more: 

His wondering mates, amazed within their bark, 

Or deem’d him mad, or prey to the blue shark; 

Row’d round in sorrow the sea-girded rock, 

Then paused upon their paddies from the shock ; 

When , fresh and springing from the deep , they saw 
A goddess rise — so deem’d they in their awe ; 

And their companion , glorious by her side , 

Proud and exculting in his mermaid bride; 

And how , when undeceived, the pair they bore 
W’ith sounding conchs and joyous shouts to shore; 

How' they had gladly lived and calmly died, — 

And why not also Torquil and his bride? 

Not mine to tell the rapturous caress 
W’hich follow’d wildly in that wild recess 
This tale ; enough that all within that cave 
Was love , though buried strong as in the grave 
Where Abelard , through twenty years of death , 

When Eloisa’s form was lower’d beneath 

Their nuptial vault, his arms outstretch’d, and press’d 

The kindling ashes to his kindled breast. 

The waves without sang round their couch, their roar 
As much unheeded as if life were o’er; 

W’ithin , their hearts made all their harmony, 

Love’s broken murmur and more broken sigh. 

10 . 

And they, the cause and sharers of the shock 
Which left them exiles of the hollow rock, 

Where were they? O’er the sea for life they plied. 

To seek from Heaven the shelter men denied. 

Another course had been their choice — but where? 

The wave which bore them still their foes w ould bear , 
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Who , disappointed of their former chase , 

In search of Christian now* renew’d their race. 

Eager with anger, their strong arms made way, 

Like vultures baffled of their previous prey. 

They gain’d upon them , all w'bose safety lay 
In some bleak crag or deeply-hidden bay : 

No further chance or choice remain’d ; and right 
For the first further rock which met their sight 
They steer’d , to take their latest view of land , 

And yield as victims , or die sword in hand ; 

Dismiss’d the natives and their shallop , who 
Would still have battled for that scanty crew; 

But Christian bade them seek their shore again , 

Nor add a sacrifice which were in vain , 

For what were simple bow and savage spear 
Against the arms which must be wielded here? 

11 . 

They landed on a wild but narrow scene, 

Where few but Nature’s footsteps yet had been ; 
Prepared their arms , and with that gloomy eye , 

Stern and sustain’d , of man 's extremity. 

When hope is gone , nor glory’s self remains 
To cheer resistance against death or chains , — 

They stood , the three, as the three hundred stood 
W’ho dyed Thermopylae with holy blood. 

But, ah! how different! ’t is the cause makes all, 
Degrades or hallows courage in its fall. 

O’er them no fame , eternal and intense , 

Blazed through the clouds of death and beckon’d hence ; 
No grateful country, smiling through her tears , 

Begun the praises of a thousand years; 

No nation’s eyes -would on their tomb be bent , 

No heroes envy them their monument; 

However boldly their warm blood was spilt , 

Their life w r as shame, their epitaph was guilt. 

And this they knew and felt, at least the one , 

The leader of the band he had undone ; 
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Who , born perchance for better things, had set 
His life upon a cast which linger’d yet : 

But now the die was to be thrown, and all ' 

The chances were iu favour of his fall : 

And such a fall ! But still he faced the shock , 
Obdurate as a portion of the rock 
Whereon he stood , and fil’d his Ievell’d gun , 

Dark as a sullen cloud before the sun. 

12 . 

The boat drew nigh, well arm’d, and firm the crew 
To act whatever duty bade them do ; 

Careless of danger, as the onward wind 
Is of the leaves it strews , nor looks behind. 

And yet perhaps they rather wish’d to go 
Against a nation’s than a native foe, 

And felt that this poor victim of self-will, 

Briton no more, had once been Britain’s still. 

They hail’d him to surrender — no reply; 

Their arms were poised , and glitter’d in the sky. 

They hail’d again — no answer; yet once more 
They offer’d quarter louder than before. 

The echoes only , from the rock’s rebound , 

Took their last farewell of the dying souud. 

Then flash’d the flint, and blazed the volleying flame. 
And the smoke rose between them and their aim , 

While the rock rattled with the bullets’ knell, 

Which peal’d in vain, and flatten’d as they fell; 

Then flew the only answer to be given 

By those who had lost all hope in earth or heaven. 

After the first fierce peal , as they pull’d nigher , 

They heard the voice of Christian shout, “ Now , fire ! ” 
And ere the word upon the echo died, 

Two fell; the rest assail’d the rock’s rough side, 

And , furious at the madness of their foes , 

Disdain’d all further efforts, save to close. 

But steep the crag , and all without a path , 

Each step opposed a bastion to their wrath, 
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While , placed midst clefts the least accessible , 

Which Christian’s eye was train’d to mark full well , 

The three maintain’d a strife which must not yield, 

In spots where eagles might have chosen to build. 

Their every shot told ; while the assailant fell , 

Dash’d on the shingles like the limpet shell; 

But still enough survived, and mounted still , 

Scattering their numbers here and there , until 
Surrounded and commanded , though not nigh 
Enough for seizure , near enough to die , 

The desperate trio held aloof their fate 

But by a thread, like sharks who have gorged the bait; 

Yet to the very last they battled well, 

And not a groan inform’d their foes who fell. 

Christian died last — twice wounded ; and once more 
Mercy was offer’d when they saw his gore; 

Too late for life , but not too late to die , 

W’ith , though a hostile hand , to close his eye. 

A limb was broken , and he droop’d along 
The crag, as doth a falcon reft of young. 

The sound revived him, or appear’d to wake 
Some passion which a weakly gesture spake : 

He beckon’d to the foremost, who drew nigh, 

But, as they near’d , he rear’d his weapon high — 

His last ball had been aim’d , but from his breast 
He tore the topmost button from his vest, 

Down the tube dash’d it, levell’d, fired, and smiled 
As his foe fell ; then, like a serpent, coil’d 
His wounded , weary form , to where the steep 
Look’d desperate as himself along the deep; 

Cast one glance back , and clench’d his hand , and shook 
His last rage ’gainst the earth which he forsook ; 

Then plunged : the rock below received like glass 
His body crush’d into one gory mass , 

With scarce a shred to tell of human form , 

Or fragment for the sea-bird or the worm ; 

A fair-hair’d scalp, besmear’d with blood and weeds, 
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Yet reek’d , the remnaut of himself and deeds , 
Some splinters of his weapons (to the last, 

As long as hand could hold, he held them fast) 

Yet glitter’d , but at distance — hurl’d away 
To rust beneath the dew and dashing spray. 

The rest was nothing — save a life mis-spent, 

And soul — but who shall answer where it went? 

’T is ours to bear , not judge the dead ; and they 
Who doom to hell , themselves are on the way, 
Unless these bullies of eternal pains ' 

Are pardon’d their bad hearts for their worse brains. 

13 . 

The deed was over ! All were gone or ta’en , 

The fugitive , the captive , or the slain. 

Chain’d on the deck, where once, a gallant crew, 
They stood with honour, were the wretched few 
Survivors of the skirmish on the isle ; 

But the last rock left no surviving spoil. 

Cold lay they where they fell, and weltering, 

While o’er them flapp’d the sea-birds’ dewy wing , 
Now wheeling nearer from the neighbouring surge, 
And screaming high their harsh and hungry dirge: 
But calm and careless heaved the wave below , 
Eternal with unsympathetic flow; 

Far o’er its face the dolphins sported on , 

And sprung the flying fish against the sun, 

Till its dried wing relapsed from its brief height, 

To gather moisture for another flight. 

14 . 

*T was morn ; and Ncuha , who by dawn of day 
Swam smoothly forth to catch the rising ray, 

And watch if aught approach’d the amphibious lair 
Where lay her lover, saw a sail in air: 

It flapp’d, it fill’d, and to the growing gale 
Bent its broad arch : her breath began fo fail 
With flattering fear, her heart beat thick and high , 
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While yet a doubt sprung where its course might lie. 
But no ! it came not ; fast and far away 
The shadow lessen’d as it clear'd the bay. 

She gazed, and flung the sea-foam from her eyes, 

To watch as for a rainbow in the skies. 

On the horizon verged the distant deck, 

Diminish’d , dwindled to a very speck — 

Then vanish’d. All was ocean , all was joy 1 
Down plunged she through the cave to rouse her boy: 
Told all she had seen , and all she hoped., and all 
That happy love could augur or recall ; 

Sprung forth again , with Torquil following free 
His bounding nereid over the broad sea ; 

Swam round the rock , to where a shallow cleft 
Hid the canoe that Neuha there had left 
Drifting along the tide , without an oar, 

That eve the strangers chased them from the shore ; 
But when these vanish’d , she pursued her prow , 
Regain’d , and urged to where they found it now : 
Nor ever did more love and joy embark , 

Than now were wafted in that slender ark. 

15 . 

Again their own shore rises on the view, 

No more polluted with a hostile hue ; 

No sullen ship lay bristling o’er the foam , 

A floating dungeon : — all was hope and home! 

A thousand proas darted o’er the bay , 

With sounding shells , and heralded their way ; 

The chiefs came down , around the people pour’d , 
And welcomed Torquil as a son restored ; 

The women throng’d , embracing and embraced 
By Neuha , asking where they had been chased , 

And how escaped? The tale was told ; and then 
One acclamation rent the sky again; 

And from that hour a new tradition gave 
Their sanctuary the name of “Neuha’s Cave.” 
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A hundred fires , far flickering from the height , 
Blazed o’er the general revel of the night, 

The feast in honour of the guest, return'd 
To peace and pleasure , perilously earn’d ; 

A night succeeded by such happy days 
As only the yet infant world displays. 
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Virginibus puerisque canto. 

Horace , lib. 3. Ode t. 
Mrjx aQ fit /idk' aivet fir t n ri vtiv.tt. 

Homer, Iliad , x. 249. 

He whistled a* he went , for want of thought. 

Dkyden. 


TO 

THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

FREDERICK, EARL OF CARLISLE, 

KNIGHT OF THE GARTER, &C. &C. 

THE 

SECOND EDITION OF THESE POEMS 


IS INSCRIBED, 

BY HIS OBLIGED WARD 

AND AFFECTIONATE KINSMAN, 

THE AUTHOR. 


PREFACE 

TO THE FIRST EDITION. 


In submitting to the public eye the following collection , I have 
not only to combat the difficulties that writers of verse generally 
encounter, but may incur the charge of presumption for obtruding 
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myself on the world, when, without doubt, I might be, at my 
age, more usefully employed. 

These productions are the fruits of the lighter hours of a young 
man who has lately completed his nineteenth year. As they bear 
the internal evidence of a boyish mind, this is, perhaps, unne- 
cessary information. Some few were written during the disad- 
vantages of illness and depression of spirits : under the former in- 
fluence, “Childish Recollections,” in particular, were 
composed. This consideration , though it cannot excite the voice 
of praise , may at least arrest the arm of censure. A considerable 
portion of these poems has been privately printed, at the request 
and for the perusal of my friends. 1 am sensible that the partial 
and frequently injudicious admiration of a social circle is not the 
criterion by which poetical genius is to be estimated, yet, “to do 
greatly,” we must “dare greatly;” and I have hazarded my repu- 
tation and feelings in publishing this volume. “I have passed the 
Rubicon ,” and must stand or fall by the “cast of the die.” Jn the 
latter event, I shall submit without a murmur; for, though not 
without solicitude for the Pate of these effusions, my expectations 
are by no means sanguine. It is probable that I may have dared 
much and done little; for, in the words of Cowper, “it is one 
thing to write what may please our friends , w ho , because they are 
such, are apt to be a little biassed in our favour, and another to 
write what may please every body ; because they who have no con- 
nection, or even knowledge of the author, will be sure to find 
fault if they can." To the truth of this , however, I do not wholly 
subscribe ; on the contrary, I feel convinced that these trifles will 
not be treated with injustice. Their merit, if they possess any, 
will be liberally allowed: their numerous faults, on the other 
hand, cannot expect that favour which has been denied to others 
of maturer years , decided character , and far greater ability. 

I have not aimed at exclusive originality, still less have I 
studied any particular model for imitation: some translations are 
given , of which many are paraphrastic. In the original pieces 
there may appear a casual coincidence with authors whose w orks I 
have been accustomed to read ; but I have not been guilty of inten- 
tional plagiarism. To produce any thing entirely new, in an age 
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so fertile in rhyme , would he a Herculean task , as every subject 
has already been treated to its utmost extent. Poetry, however, is 
not my primary vocation; to divert the dull moments of indisposi- 
tion, or the monotony of a vacant hour, urged me “to this sin 
little can be expected from so unpromising a muse. My wreath, 
scanty as it must be, is all I shall derive from these productions ; 
and I shall never attempt to replace its fading leaves, or pluck a 
single additional sprig from groves where I am, at best, an in- 
truder. Though accustomed , in my younger days , to rove a care- 
less mountaineer on the Highlauds of Scotland, I have not, of late 
years , had the benefit of such pure air , or so elevated a residence, 
as might enable me to enter the lists with genuine bards , who have 
enjoyed both these advantages. But they derive considerable fame, 
and a few not less profit , from their productions ; while I shall ex- 
piate my rashness as an interloper, certainly without the latter, 
and in all probability with a very slight share of the former, I leave 
to others “ virum volitare per ora.” I look to the few who will hear 
with patience “dulce est desipere in loco.” To the former 
worthies I resign, without repining, the hope of immortality, and 
content myself with the not very magnificent prospect of ranking 
amongst “the mob of gentlemen who write; ” — my readers must 
determine whether I dare say “with ease,” or the honour of a 
posthumous page in “The Catalogue of Royal and Noble Au- 
thors,” — a work to which the Peerage is under infinite obliga- 
tions, inasmuch as many names of considerable length, sound, 
and antiquity, are thereby rescued from the obscurity which un- 
luckily overshadows several voluminous productions of their il- 
lustrious bearers. 

With slight hopes, and some fears, I publish this first and 
last attempt. To the dictates of young ambition may be ascribed 
many actions more criminal and equally absurd. To a few of my 
own age the contents may afford amusement : I trust they will , at 
least, be found harmless. It is highly improbable, from my 
situation and pursuits hereafter, that I should ever obtrude my- 
self a second time on the public; nor even, in the very doubtful 
event of present indulgence, shall I be tempted to commit a 
future trespass.of the same nature. The opinion of Dr. Johnson 
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on the Poems of a noble relation of mine, “That when a man of 
rank appeared in the character of an author, ho deserved to have 
his merit handsomely allowed,” can have little weight with verbal, 
and still less with periodical censors; but were it otherwise, 
I should be loth to avail myself of the privilege, and would rather 
incur the bitterest censure of anonymous criticism , than triumph 
in honours granted solely to a title. 


ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY, COUSIN TO THE AUTHOR, 
AND VERY DEAR TO HIM. 

Hush’d are the winds , and still the evening gloom , 

Not e’en a zephyr wanders through the grove , 

Whilst I return , to view my Margaret’s tomb, 

And scatter Dowers on the dust I love. 

Within this narrow cell reclines her clay, 

That clay, where once such animation beam’d ; 

The King of Terrors seized her as his prey, 

Not worth , nor beauty, have her life redeem’d. 

Oh ! could that King of Terrors pity feel , 

Or Heaven reverse the dread decrees of fate ! 

Not here the mourner would his grief reveal, 

Not here the muse her virtues would relate. 

But wherefore weep? Her matchless spirit soars 
Bejond where splendid shines the orb of day; 

And weeping angels lead her to those bowers 
W'here endless pleasures virtue’s deeds repay. 

And shall presumptuous mortals Heaven arraign, 

And, madly, godlike Providence accuse? 

All ! no , far fly from me attempts so vain ; — 

I ’ll ne’er submission to my God refuse. 

Yetis remembrance of those virtues dear, 

Yet fresh the memory of that beauteous face ; 

Still they call forth my warm affection’s tear, 

Still in my heart retain their wonted place. tsoa. 

Lord. Byron. 111. 6 
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TO E— . 

Let Folly smile , to view the names 
Of thee and me in friendship twined; 

Yet Virtue will have greater claims 
To love , than rank with vice combined. 

And though unequal is thy fate, 

Since title deck’d my higher birth! 

Yet envy not this gaudy stale ; 

Thine is the pride of modest worth. 

Our souls at least congenial meet , 

Nor can thy lot my rank disgrace; 

Our intercourse is not less sweet , 

Since worth of rank supplies the place. 

November, 1802. 


TO D— . 

Ix thee, I fondly hop’d to clasp 
A friend , whom death alone could sever; 

Till envy, with malignant grasp , 

Detach’d thee from my breast for ever. 

True, she has forc’d thee from my breast. 

Yet , in my heart thou keep’st thy seat ; 

There, there thine image still must rest, 

Until that heart shall cease to beat. 

And , when the grave restores her dead, 

When life again to dust is given , 

On thy dear breast I '11 lay my head — 

Without thee, where would be my heaven? 

February, 1803. 


EPITAPH ON A FRIEND. 

“Idtrrtjo Ttfjiv /itv fXctfMiq ivi l,moI<hv two?. 

Laehtiis. 

Oh, Friend! for ever loved , for ever dear! 

What fruitless tears have bathed thy honour’d bier ! 
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What sighs re-echo’d to thy parting breath , 

Whilst thou wast struggling in the pangs of death ! 
Could tears retard the tyrant in his course; 

Could sighs avert his dart’s relentless force ; 

Could youth and virtue claim a short delay. 

Or beauty charm the spectre from his prey; 

Thou still hadst lived to bless my aching sight , 

Thy comrade’s honour and thy friend’s delight. 

If yet thy gentle spirit hover nigh 

The spot where now thy mouldering ashes lie , 

Here wilt thou read , recorded on my heart , 

A grief too deep to trust the sculptor’s art. 

No marble marks thy couch of lowly sleep , 

But living statues there are seen to weep ; 
Affliction’s semblance bends not o’er thy tomb, 
Affliction’s self deplores thy youthful doom. 

What though thy sire lament his failing line , 

A father’s sorrows cannot equal mine ! 

Though none, like thee, his dying hour will cheer, 
Yet other offspring soothe his anguish here : 

But, who with me shall hold thy former place? 
Thine image , what new friendship can efface? 

Ah , none ! — a father’s tears will cease to flow, 
Time will assuage an infant brother’s woe; 

To all , save one, is consolation known , 

While solitary friendship sighs alone. 


A FRAGMENT. 

When , to their airy hall , my father’s voice 
Shall call my spirit, joyful in their choice ; 

When, pois’d upon the gale, my form shall ride. 
Or, dark in mist, descend the mountain's side; 
Oh ! may my shade behold no sculptur’d urns 
To mark the spot where earth to earth returns ! 

No lengthen'd scroll, no praise-encumber’d stone ; 
My epitaph shall be my name alone : 

6 * 


1803. 
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If that with honour fail to crown my clay, 

Oh ! may no other fame my deeds repay ! 

That, only that, shall single out the spot; 

By that remember’d, or with that forgot. 

1803. 


ON LEAVING NEWSTEAD ABBEY. 

‘‘Why dost thou build the hall, son of the winged days? Thou 
lookest from thy tower to-day: yet a few years, and the blast of 
the desert comes, it howls in thy empty court.” 

Ossiax. 

Through thy battlements, Newstead, the hollow winds whistle; 

Thou, the hall of my fathers , art gone to decay ; 

In thy once smiling garden, the hemlock and thistle 
Have chok’d up the rose which late bloom’d in the way. 

Of the mail-cover’d Barons, who proudly to battle 
Led their vassals from Europe to Palestine’s plain, 

The escutcheon and shield , which with every blast rattle , 

Are the only sad vestiges now that remain. 

No more doth old Robert, with harp-stringing numbers , 

Rajsc a flame in the breast for the war-laurcll’d wreath ; 

Near Askalon’s towers , John of Horistan slumbers , 

Unnerv’d is the hand of his minstrel by death. 

Paul and Hubert, too, sleep in the valley of Cressy; 

For the safety of Edward and England they fell : 

My fathers ! the tears of your country redress ye ; 

How you fought, how you died, still her annals can tell. 

On Marston, with Rupert, 'gainst traitors contending, 

Four brothers enrich’d with their blood the bleak field ; 

For the rights of a monarch their country defending, 

Till death their attachment to royally seal’d. 

Shades of heroes , farewell ! your descendant departing 
From the seat of his ancestors , bids you adieu ! 

Abroad, or at home, your remembrance imparting 
New courage, he '11 think upon glory and you. 
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Though a tear dim his eye at this sad separation , 

’T is nature, not fear, that excites his regret; 

Far distant he goes , with the same emulation , 

The fame of his fathers he ne’er can forget. 

That fame, and that memory, still will he cherish 
He vows that he ne’er will disgrace your renown : 

Like you will he live , or like you will he perish 

When decay’d , may he mingle his dust with your own ! 

1803. 


LINES WRITTEN IN “LETTERS OF AN ITALIAN NUN AND AN 
ENGLISH GENTLEMAN: BY J. J. ROUSSEAU: FOUNDED ON 
FACTS. " 

“Away, away, your flattering arts 
May now betray some simpler hearts ; 

And you will smile at their believing, 

And they shall weep at your deceiving.” 

ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING, ADDRESSED TO MISS — . 

Dear, simple girl, those flattering arts , 

From which thou’dst guard frail female hearts , 

Exist but in imagination, — 

Mere phantoms of thine own creation ; 

For he who views that witching grace , 

That perfect form , that lovely face , 

With eyes admiring, oh! believe me, 

He never wishes to deceive thee : 

Once in thy polish'd mirror glance, 

Thou ’It there descry that elegance 
Which from our sex demands such praises , 

But envy in the other raises : 

Then he who tells thee of thy beauty , 

Believe me , ouly does his duty : 

Ah ! fly not from the candid youth ; 

It is not flattery , — 't is truth. 

July, 1801 . 
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ADRIAN’S ADDRESS TO HIS SOUL WHEN DYING. 

[Animula! vagula, blandula, 

Hospes, comesque, corporis, 

Quae nunc abibis in loca — 

Pallidula, rigida. nudula, 

Nec, ut soles, dabis jocos if] 

Ah! gentle, fleeting, wav’ring sprite , 

Friend and associate of this clay ! 

To what unknown region borne , 

Wilt thou now wing thy distant flight? 

No more with wonted humour gay, 

But pallid, cheerless, and forlorn. 


TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS. 

AD LKSBIAM. 

Equal to Jove that youth must be — 

Greater than Jove he seems to me — 

Who , free from Jealousy’s alarms , 

Securely views thy matchless charms. 

That cheek , which ever dimpling glows, 

That mouth, from whence such music flows , 
To him , alike , are always known , 

Reserved for him , and him alone. 

Ah ! Lesbia ! though ’t is death to me , 

I cannot choose but look on thee ; 

But, at the sight, my senses fly; 

I needs must gaze, but, gazing, die; 

Whilst trembling with a thousand fears , 

Parch’d to the throat my tongue adheres , 

My pulse beats quick , my breath heaves short , 
My limbs deny their slight support. 

Cold dews my pallid face o’erspread , 

With deadly languor droops my head , 

My ears with tingling echoes ring, 

And life itself is on the wing ; 

My eyes refuse the cheering light , 

Their orbs are veiled in starless night: 
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Such pangs my nature sinks beneath, 
And feels a temporary death. 


TRANSLATION OF THE EPITAPH ON VIRGIL AND TIBULLUS. 

BY DOMITIUS MARSES. 

He who sublime in epic numbers roll’d 
And he who struck the softer lyre of love , 

By Death’s unequal hand alike controll’d , 

Fit comrades in Elysian regions move ! 


IMITATION OF TIBULLUS. p 
“ Sulpicia ad Cerinthum.” — Lib. 4. 

Cruel Cerinthus ! does the fell disease 
Which racks my breast your fickle bosom please? 
Alas ! I wish’d but to o’ercome the pain , 

That I might live for love and you again : 

But now I scarcely shall bewail my fate : 

By death alone I can avoid your hate. 


TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS. 
[Lugete, Yeneres, Cupidinesque , &c.] 
Yk Cupids, droop each little head 
Nor let your wings with joy be spread , 

. My Lesbia’s favourite bird is dead , 

Whom dearer than her eyes she lov’d : 
For he was gentle , and so true , 
Obedient to her call he flew. 

No fear, no wild alarm he knew , 

But lightly o’er her bosom mov’d: 

And softly fluttering here and there, 

He never sought to cleave the air, 

But chirupp’d oft, and, free from care, 
Tuned to her car his grateful strain. 
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Now having passed the gloomy bourne 
From whence he never can return , 

His death and Lesbia's grief I mourn,' 
Who sighs, alas! but sighs in vain. 

Oh ! curst be thou , devouring grave ! 
Whose jaws eternal victims crave, 

From whom no earthly power can save , 
For thou hast ta’en the bird away : 
From thee my Lesbia’s eyes o’erflow , 

Her swollen cheeks with weeping glow; 
Thou art the cause of all her woe, 
Receptacle of life’s decay. k 


IMITATED FROM CATULLUS. 

TO ELLEN. 

Oh! might I kiss those eyes of fire, 

A million scarce would quench desire : 

Still would I steep my lips in bliss , 

And dwell an age on every kiss : 

Nor then my soul should sated be ; 

Still would I kiss and cling to thee : 

Nought should my kiss from thine dissever; 
Still would we kiss, and kiss for ever; 

E’en though the numbers did exceed 
The yellow harvest’s countless seed. 

To part would be a vain endeavour: 

Could I desist? — ah ! never — never. 


TRANSLATION FROM HORACE. 
[Justum et tenacem propositi virurn, &c.] 
The man of firm and noble soul 
No factious clamours can control; 

No threat’ning tyrant’s darkling brow 
Can swerve him from his just intent : 

Gales the warring waves which plough , 

By Auster on the billows spent,; 
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To curb the Adriatic main , 

Would awe his fil’d determin’d mind in vain. 

Ay, and the red right arm of Jove, 

Hurtling his lightnings from above , 

With all his terrors there unfurl’d, 

He would, unmov’d, unaw’d behold. 

The flames of an expiring world , 

Again in crashing chaos roll’d. 

In vast promiscuous ruin hurl’d, 

Might light his glorious funeral pile : 

Still dauntless ’midst the wreck of earth he’d smile. 


FROM ANACREON. 

Xiyfiv Axfitidat;, x. t. A.) 

I wish to tune my quivering lyre 
To deeds of fame and notes of fire ; 

To echo, from its rising swell , 

How heroes fought and nations fell, 
When Atreus’ sons advanced to war, 
Or Tyrian Cadmus roved afar; 

But still , to martial strains unknown , 
My lyre recurs to love alone : 

Fir’d with the hope of future fame , 

I seek some nobler hero’s name; 

The dying chords are strung anew , 

To war , to w ar , my harp is due : 
With glowing strings , the epic strain 
To Jove's great son I raise again ; 
Alcides and his glorious deeds, 
Beneath whose arm the Hydra bleeds. 
All, all in vain; my wayward lyre 
Wakes silver notes of soft desire. 
Adieu , ye chiefs renown’d in arms ! 
Adieu the clang of war’s alarms ! 

To other deeds my soul is strung, 
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And sweeter notes shall now be sung; 
My harp shall all its powers reveal , 

To tell the tale my heart must feel ; 
Love, Love alone, my lyre shall claim, 
In songs of bliss and sighs of flame. 


FROM ANACREON. 

(Miaovvv.nout; jto& wQicuq, x. r. A.) 

'T was now the hour when Night had driven 
Her car half round yon sable heaven ; 
Bootes, only, seem’d to roll 
His arctic charge around the pole ; 

While mortals , lost in gentle sleep , 

Forgot to smile , or ceased to weep : 

At this lone hour, the Paphian boy„ 
Descending from the realms of joy , 

Quick to my gate directs his course, 

And knocks with all his little force. 

My visions fled , alarm’d I rose , — 

“What stranger breaks my blest repose?” 
“Alas!” replies the wily child 
In faltering accents sweetly mild, 

* * A hapless infant here I roam , 

Far from my dear maternal home. 

Oh ! shield me from the wintry blast ! 

The nightly storm is pouring fast. 

No prowling robber lingers here. 

A wandering baby who can fear?” 

I heard his seeming artless tale , 

I heard his sighs upon the gale: 

My breast was never pity’s foe , 

But felt for all the baby’s woe. 

I drew the bar, and by the light 
Young Love , ' the infant , met my sight ; 

His bow across his shoulders flung, 

And thence his fatal quiver hung 
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(Ah ! little did I think the dart 
Would rankle soon within ray heart). 

With care I tend my weary guest , 

His little fingers chill my breast; 

His glossy curls , his aztlre wing, 

Which droop with nightly showers, I wring; 
His shivering limbs the embers warm ; 

And now reviving from the storm , 

Scarce had he felt his wonted glow , 

Than swift he seized his slender bow : — 

“ I fain would know , my gentle host ,” 

He cried, “if this its strength has lost; 

I fear , relax’d with midnight dews, 

The strings their former aid refuse.” 

With poison tipt, his arrow flies,* 

Deep in my tortured heart it lies; 

Then loud the joyous urchin laugh’d : — 

“My bow can still impel the shaft: 

’T is firmly fix’d , thy sighs reveal it; 

Say , courteous host, canst thou not feel it?” 


FROM THE PROMETHEUS VINCTUS OF AESCHYLUS. 
( [MtjSafi 6 navta, vl/iav, x. r. ^.) 

Great Jove , to whose almighty throne 
Both gods and mortals homage pay , 

Ne’er may my soul thy power disown, 

Thy dread behests ne’er disobey. 

Oft shall the sacred victim fall 
In sea-girt Ocean’s mossy hall ; 

My voice shall raise no impious strain 
'Gainst him who rules the sky and azure main. 

How different now thy joyless fate, 

Since first Hesione thy bride, 

When placed aloft in godlike state , 

The blushing beauty by thy side, 
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Thou sat’st , while reverend Ocean smiled , 

And mirthful strains the hours beguiled, 

The Nymphs and Tritons danced around , 

Nor yet thy doom was fix’d , nor Jove relentless frown’d. 

Harrow, Dec. 1. 1804. 


TO EMMA. 

Since now the hour is come at last, 

When you must quit your anxious lover; 

Since now our dream of bliss is past , 

One pang, my girl , and all is over. 

Alas ! that pang will be severe , 

Which bids us part to meet no more ; 

W’hich tears me far from one so dear, 
Departing for a distant shore. 

Well ! we have pass’d some happy hours , 
And joy will mingle with our tears; 

When thinking on these ancient towers , 

The shelter of our infant years ; 

Where from this Gothic casement’s height, 
We view’d the lake , the park , the dell , 

And still, though tears obstruct our sight, 
We lingering look a last farewell , 

O’er fields through which we used to run , 
And spend the hours in childish play; 

O’er shades where , when our race was done , 
Reposing on my breast you lay; 

Whilst I, admiring, too remiss, 

Forgot to scare the hovering flies. 

Yet envied every fly the kiss 
It dared to give your slumbering eyes : 

See still the little painted bark , 

In which I row’d you o’er the lake; 

See there , high waving o’er the park , 

The elm 1 clamber’d for your sake. 
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These times are past — our joys are gone. 
You leave me , leave this happy vale ; 

These scenes I must retrace alone : 
Without thee what will they avail? 

Who can conceive, who has not proved , 
The anguish of a last embrace? 

When , torn from all you fondly loved , 
You bid a long adieu to peace. 

This is the deepest of our woes, 

For this these tears our cheeks bedew; 

This is of love the final close , 

Oh, God! the fondest, last adieu! 


TO M. S. G. 

Whene'er I view those lips of thine, 
Their hue invites ray fervent kiss ; 

Yet, I forego that bliss divine , 

Alas ! it were unhallow’d bliss. 

Whene’er I dream of that pure breast , 
How could I dwell upon its snows! 

Yet is the daring wish represt , 

For that , — would banish its repose. ’ 

A glance from thy soul-searching eye 
Can raise with hope, depress with fear; 

Yet I conceal my love , — and why? 

I would not force a painful tear. 

I ne’er have told my love , yet thou 
Hast seen my ardent flame too well ; 

And shall 1 plead my passion now, 

To make thy bosom’s heaven a hell? 

No ! for thou never canst be mine , 

United by the priest’s decree: 

By any ties but those divine , 

Mine, my beloved, thou ne’er shall be 
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Then let the secret fire consume, 

Let it consume , thou shalt not know : 

With joy I court a certain doom , 

Rather than spread its guilty glow. 

I will not ease my tortured heart, 

By driving dove-eyed peace from thine; 

Rather than such a sting impart, 

Each thought presumptuous I resign. 

Yes ! yield those lips , for which I ’d brave 
More than I here shall dare to tell ; 

Thy innocence and mine to save, — 

I bid thee now a last farewell. 

Yes ! yield that breast , to seek despair , 
And hope no more thy soft embrace; 

Which to obtain my soul would dare, 

All , all reproach , but thy disgrace. 

At least from guilt shalt thou be free , 

No matron shall thy shame reprove; 

Though cureless pangs may prey on me , 
No martyr shalt thou be to Jove. 


TO CAROLINE. 

Think’st thou I saw thy beauteous eyes, 
Suffused in tears , implore to stay ; 

And heard unmoved thy plenteous sighs , 
Which said far more than words can say? 

Though keen the grief thy tears exprest, 
When love and hope lay both o’erthrown ; 

Yet still, my girl, this bleeding breast 
Throbb’d with deep sorrow as thine own. 

But when our cheeks with anguish glow’d , 
When thy sweet lips were join’d to mine, 

The tears that from my eyelids flow’d 
Were lost in those which fell from thine. 
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Thou could'st not feel my burning cheek , 
Thy gushing tears had quench'd its flame , 
And as thy tongue essay’d to speak , 

In signs alone it breath’d my name. 

And yet, my girl, we weep in vain, 

In vain our fate in sighs deplore ; 
Remembrance only can remain, — 

But that will make us weep the more. 

Again, thou best beloved , adieu! 

Ah! ifthoucanst, o’ercome regret, 

Nor let thy mind past joys review, — 

Our only hope is to forget! 


TO CAROLINE. 

When I hear you express an affection so warm, 

Ne’er think , my beloved , that I do not believe ; 

For your lip would the soul of suspicion disarm , 

And your eye beams a ray which can never deceive. 

Yet, still, this fond bosom regrets , while adoring, 

That love, like the leaf, must fall into the sear; 

That age will come on , when remembrance , deploring , 
Contemplates the scenes of her youth w ith a tear ; 

That the time must arrive , when , no longer retaining 
Their auburn , those locks must wave thin to the breeze , 

When a few silver hairs of those tresses remaining, 

Prove nature a prey to decay and disease. 

'T is this , my beloved , which spreads gloom o’er my features , 
Though I ne’er shall presume to arraign the decree. 

Which God has proclaim’d as the fate of his creatures, 

In the death which one day will deprive you of me. 

Mistake not , sweet sceptic , the cause of emotion , 

No doubt can the mind of your lover invade; 

He worships each look with such faithful devotion , 

A smile can enchant, or a tear can dissuade. 
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But as death , my beloved , soon or late shall o’ertake us , 

And our breasts, which alive with such sympathy glow , 
Will sleep in the grave till the blast shall awake us , 

When calling the dead , in earth’s bosom laid low , — 

Oh! then let us drain , while we may, draughts of pleasure, 
Which from passion like ours may unceasingly flow ; 

Let us pass round the cup of love’s bliss in full measure. 

And quaff the contents as our nectar below. 

1805. 


TO CAROLINE. 

Oh! when shall the grave hide for ever my sorrow? 

Oh ! when shall my soul wing her flight from this clay? 

The present is hell , and the coming to-morrow 
But brings , with new torture , the curse of to-day. 

From my eye flows no tear, from my lips flow no curses , 

1 blast not the fiends who have hurled me from bliss; 

For poor is the soul which bewailing rehearses 
Its querulous grief, when in anguish like this. 

Was my eye , ’stead of tears , with red fury flakes bright’ning , 
"Would my lips breathe a flame which no stream could assuage 

On our foes should my glance lanch in vengeance its lightning , 
With transport my tongue give a loose to its rage. 

But now tears and curses , alike unavailing , 

Would add to the souls of our tyrants delight; 

Could they view us our sad separation bewailing , 

Their merciless hearts would rejoice at the sight. 

Yet still, though we bend with a feign’d resignation , 

Life beams not for us with one ray that can cheer; 

Love and hope upon earth bring no more consolation, 

In the grave is our hope , for in life is our fear. 

Oh! when, my adored, in the tomb will they place me , 

Since , in life , love and friendship for ever are fled ? 

If again in the mansion of death I embrace thee , 

Perhaps they will leave unmolested the dead. tsos. 
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STANZAS TO A LADY, 

WITH THE POEMS OF CAMOKNS. 

This votive pledge of fond esteem , 

Perhaps, dear girl! for me thou’lt prize, 

It sings of Love’s enchanting dream , 

A theme we never can despise. 

Who blames it but the envious fool , 

The old and disappointed maid; 

Or pupil of the prudish school , 

In single sorrow doom’d to fade? 

Then read, dear girl! with feeling read , 
For thou wilt ne’er be one of those ; 

To thee in vain I shall not plead 
In pity for the poet’s woes. 

He was in sooth a genuine bard; 

His was no faint, fictitious flame: 

Like his, may love be thy reward , 

But not thy hapless fate the same. 


THE FIRST KISS OF LOVE. 

'A BaqftiTot; dt /Ofjdaiq 
'E(JO)TCt flOVVOV tj/tt. 

Anacreon. 

Away with your fictions of flimsy romance; 

Those tissues of falsehood which folly has wove! 
Give me the mild beam of the soul-breathing glance. 
Or the rapture w hich dwells on the Grst kiss of love. 

Ye rhymers , whose bosoms with phantasy glow , 
Whose pastoral passions are made for the grove; 
From what blest inspiration your sonnets would flow. 
Could you ever have tasted the first kiss of love! 

If Apollo should e’er his assistance refuse, 

Or the Nine be disposed from your service to rove. 
Invoke them no more, bid adieu to the muse, 
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I hate you, ye cold compositions of art: 

Though prudes may condemn me, and bigots reprove, 

I court the effusions that spriug from the heart. 

Which throbs with delight to the lirst kiss of love. 

Your shepherds , your flocks , those fantastical themes , 
Perhaps may amuse, yet they never can move: 

Arcadia displays but a region of dreams ; 

What are visions like these to the first kiss of love? 

Oh! cease to affirm that man, since his birth, 

From Adam till now, has with wretchedness strove; 
Some portiou of paradise still is on earth, 

And Eden revives in the first kiss of love. 

When age chills the blood , when our pleasures are past — 
For years fleet aw ay with the wings of the dove — 

The dearest remembrance will still be the last, 

Our sweetest memorial the first kiss of love. 


ON A CHANGE OF MASTERS AT A GREAT Pl'BLIC SCHOOL. 
Where are those honours, Ida! once your own, 

When Probus fill’d your magisterial throne? 

As ancient Rome , fast falling to disgrace. 

Hail’d a barbarian in her Ca;sar’s place , 

So you , degenerate, share as hard a fate. 

And seat Pomposus where your Probus sate. 

Of narrow brain , yet of a narrower soul , 

Pomposus holds you in his harsh control; 

Pomposus, by no social virtue sway’d, 

With florid jargon , and w ith vain parade ; 

With noisy nonsense, and new-fangled rules, 

Such as were ne’er before enforced in schools. 

Mistaking pedantry for learning’s laws. 

He governs, sanction’d but by self-applause, 

With him the same dire fate attending Rome , 

Ill-fated Ida ! soon must stamp your doom : 

Like her o’erthrown , for ever lost to fame , 

No trace of science left you , but the name. July, isos. 
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TO THE DUKE OF DORSET. 

Dorkst ! whose early steps with mine have stray’d. 
Exploring every path of Ida’s glade ; 

Whom still affection taught me to defend , 

And made me less a tyrant than a friend , 

Though the harsh custom of our youthful ban 
Bade thee obey , and gave me to command ; 

Thee , on whose head a few short years will shower 
The gift of riches and the pride of power; 

E’en now a name illustrious is thine own , 

Reriown’d in rank , not far beneath the throne. 

Yet, Dorset, let not this seduce thy soul 
To shun fair science , or evade control , 

Though passive tutors, fearful to dispraise 
The titled child, whose future breath may raise. 
View ducal errors with indulgent eyes , 

And wink at faults they tremble to chastise. 

When youthful parasites , who bend the knee 
To wealth , their golden idol , not to thee , — 

And even in simple boyhood’s opening dawn 
Some slaves are found to Halter and to fawn , — 

• When these declare , “ that pomp alone should wait 
On one by birth predestined to be great; 

That books were only meant for drudging fools, 

That gallant spirits scorn the common rules; ” 

Believe them not; — they point the path to shame. 
And seek to blast the honours of thy name. 

Turn to the few in Ida’s early throng, 

Whose souls disdain not to condemu the wrong; 

Or if, amidst the comrades of thy youth , 

None dare to raise the sterner voice of truth , 

Ask thine own heart ; ’t will bid thee , boy , forbear; 
For well I know that virtue lingers there. 

Yes ! I have mark’d thee many a passing day , 

But now new scenes invite me far away ; 

Yes ! I have mark’d within that generous mind 
A soul, if well matured, to bless mankind. 

7 * 
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Ah! though myself, by nature haughty, wild. 
Whom Indiscretion hail'd her favourite child; 
Though every error stamps me for her own , 

And dooms my fall , I fain would fall alone ; 
Though my proud heart no precept now can tame, 

I love the virtues which I cannot claim. 

'T is not enough , with other sons of power, 

To gleam the lambent meteor of an hour ; 

To swell some peerage page in feeble pride. 

With long-drawn names that grace no page beside; 
Then share with titled crowds the common lot — 

In life just gazed at, in the grave forgot; 

While nought divides thee from the vulgar dead, 
Except the dull cold stone that hides thy head. 

The mouldering ’scutcheon , or the herald’s roll, 
That weil-emblazon’d but neglected scroll , 

Where lords, unhonour’d, in the tomb may find 
One spot, to leave a worthless name behind. 

There sleep , unnoticed as the gloomy vaults 
That veil their dust, their follies, and their faults, 
A race, with old armorial lists o’erspread, 

In records destined never to be read. 

Fain would I view thee, with prophetic eyes, 
Eialted more among the good and wise , 

A glorious and a long career pursue , 

As tirsl in rank , the first in talent too : 

Spurn every vice , each little meanness shun ; 

Not Fortune’s minion , but her noblest son. 

Turn to the annals of a former day ; 

Bright are the deeds thine earlier sires display. 
One, though a courtier, lived a man of worth. 
And call’d , proud boast! the British drama forth. 
Another view , not less renown’d for wit ; 

Alike for courts, and camps, or senates fit; 

Bold in the field , and favour’d by the Nine ; 

In every splendid part ordain’d to shine ; 

Far, far distinguish'd from the glittering throng, 
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The pride of princes , and the boast of song. 

Such were thy fathers ; thus preserve their name ; 

Not heir to titles only, but to fame. 

The hour draws nigh , a few brief days will close. 

To me , this little scene of joys and woes ; 

Each knell of Time now warns me to resign 
Shades where Hope, Peace, and Friendship all were mine 
Hope , (hat could vary like the rainbow’s hue 
And gild their pinions as the moments Qew; 

Peace, that reflection never frown’d away, 

By dreams of ill to cloud some future day; 

Friendship , whose truth let childhood only tell; 

Alas ! they love not long , who love so well. 

To these adieu ! nor let me linger o’er 
Scenes hail’d , as eiiles hail their native shore, 

Receding slowly through the dark-blue deep, 

Beheld by eyes that mourn , yet cannot weep. 

Dorset , farew ell ! I will not ask one part 
Of sad remembrance in so young a heart; 

The coming morrow from thy youthful mind 
Will sweep my name , nor leave a trace behind. 

And yet, perhaps, in some maturer year, 

Since chance has thrown us in the self-same sphere 
Since the same senate, nay, the same debate, 

May one day claim our suffrage for the state , 

We hence may meet, and pass each other by 
With faint regard , or cold and distant eye. 

Forme, in future, neither friend nor foe, 

A stranger to thyself, thy weal or woe , 

With thee no more again I hope to trace 
The recollection of our early race; 

N T o more, as once, in social hours rejoice, 

Or hear, unless in crowds, thy well-known voice: 

Still , if the wishes of a heart untaught 
To veil those feelings which perchance it ought, 

If these , — but let me cease the lengthen’d strain , — 

Oh ! if these wishes are not breathed in vain , 
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The guardian seraph who directs thy fate 
Will leave thee glorious , as he found thee great. 

1805. 


FRAGMENT. 

WRITTRN SHORTLY AFTRR THK MARRIAGE OK MISS CHA WORTH. 

Hir.i.s of Annesley, bleak and barren, 

Where my thougtless childhood stray’d , 

How the northern tempests, warring, 

Howl above thy tufted shade! 

Now no more, the hours beguiling. 

Former favourite haunts I see; 

Now no more my Mary smiling 
Makes ye seem a heaven to me. 

1805 


GRANTA. A Mkiilk.y. 

$t jiqyvqicu<i Aoy/cuffi ft ayov you nctvra Koaxtjoan;; ’* 

On ! could Le Sage’s demon’s gift 
Be realized at my desire, 

This night my trembling form he’d lift 
To place it on St. Mary’s spire. 

Then would, unroof'd, old Granta’s halls 
Pedantic inmates full display ; 

Fellows who dream on lawn or stalls, 

The price of venal voles to pay. 

Then would I view each rival wight, 

Petty and Palmerston survey; 

Who canvass there with all their might, 

Against the next elective day. 

Lo ! candidates and voters lie 
All lull’d in sleep , a goodly number : 

A race renown’d for piety, 

Whose conscience won’t disturb their slumber. 
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Lord H— , indeed, may not demur; 
Fellows are sage reflecting men : 

They know preferment can occur 
But very seldom, — now and then. 

They know the Chancellor has got 
Some pretty livings in disposal : 

Each hopes that one may be his lot , 

And therefore smiles on his proposal. 

Now from the soporific scene 
I ’ll turn mine eye, as night grows later, 

To view, unheeded and unseen, 

The studious sons of Alma Mater. 

There , in apartments small and damp 
The candidate for college prizes 

Sits poring by the midnight lamp ; 

Goes late to bed, yet early rises. 

He surely well deserves to gain them , 

With all the honours of his college , 

Who, striving hardly to obtain them, 

Thus seeks unprofitable knowledge: 

Who sacrifices hours of rest 
To scan precisely metres attic ; 

Or agitates his anxious breast 
In solving problems mathematic: 

Who reads false quantities in Seale, 

Or puzzles o’er the deep triangle; 

Deprived of many a wholesome meal; 

In barbarous Latin doom’d to wrangle : 

Renouncing every pleasing page 
From authors of historic use ; 

Preferring to the letter’d sage , 

The square of the hypothenuse. 

Still , harmless are these occupations , 
That hurt none but the hapless student, 
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Compared with other recreations , 

Which bring together the imprudent; 

Whose daring revels shock the sight , 

When vice and infamy combine, 

"When drunkenness and dice invite, 

As every sense is steep'd in wine. 

Not so the methodistic crew , 

Who plans of reformation lay: 

In humble attitude they sue. 

And for the sins of others pray: 

Forgetting that their pride of spirit, 

Their exultation in their trial, 

Detracts most largely from the merit 
Of all their boasted self-denial. 

’T is morn : — from these I turn my sight. 

What scene is this which meets the eye? 

A numerous crowd, array'd in white, 

Across the green in numbers fly. 

Loud rings in air the chapel bell; 

'T is hush’d : — what sounds are these I hear? 

The organ’s soft celestial swell 
Rolls deeply on the list’ning ear. 

To this is join’d the sacred song , 

The royal minstrel’s hallow’d strain ; 

Though he who hears the music long 
Will never wish to hear again. 

Our choir would scarcely be excused , 

Even as a band of raw beginners; 

All mercy now must be refused 
To such a set of croaking sinners. 

If David , when his toils were ended , 

Had heard these blockheads sing before him. 

To us his psalms had ne’er descended , — 

In furious mood he would have tore ’em. 
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The luckless Israelites, when taken 
By some inhuman tyrant’s order, 

Were ask’d to sing, by joy forsaken , 

On Babylonian river’s border. 

Oh! had they sung in notes like these, 

Inspired by stratagem or fear, 

They might have set their hearts at ease , 

The devil a soul had stay’d to hear. 

But if I scribble longer now , 

The deuce a soul will stay to read : 

My pen is blunt , my ink is low ; 

’T is almost time to stop , indeed. 

Therefore, farewell, old Granta’s spires! 

No more, likeCIeofas, Illy; 

No more thy theme my muse inspires: 

The reader ’s tired and so am I. 

1806 . 


ON A DISTANT VIEW OF THE VILLAGE AND SCHOOL OF 

HARROW ON THE HILL. 

\ 

Ob! mihi praeterilos referat si Jupiter annos. 

Virgil. 

¥e scenes of my childhood , whose loved recollection 
Embitters the present, compared with the past; 

Where science first dawn’d on the powers of reflection , 

And friendships were form’d , too romantic to last ; 

W’here fancy yet joys to retrace the resemblance 
Of comrades, in friendship and mischief allied; 

How welcome to me your ne’er fading remembrance, 

Which rests in the bosom , though hope is denied ! 

Again I revisit the hills where we sported, 

The streams w here we swam , and the fields where we fought; 

The school where, loud warn’d by the bell , we resorted , 

To pore o’er the precepts by pedagogues taught. 
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Again I behold where for hours I have ponder’d , 

As reclining , at eve , on yon tombstone I lay ; 

Or round the steep brow of the churchyard I wander'd , 

To catch the last gleam of the sun’s setting ray. 

I once more view the room , with spectators surrounded , 
Where , as Zanga , I trod on Alonzo o’erthrowu ; 

While , to swell ray young pride , such applauses resounded , 
I fancied that Mossop himself was outshone : 

Or, as Lear, I pour’d forth the deep imprecation, 

By my daughters , of kingdom and reason deprived ; 

Till , fired by loud plaudits and self-adulation , 

I regarded myself as a Garrick revived. 

Ye dreams of my boyhood , how- much I regret you ! 

Unfaded your memory dwells in my breast; 

Though sad and deserted , I ne’er can forget you : 

Your pleasures may still be in fancy possest. 

To Ida full oft may remembrance restore me , 

While fate shall the shades of the future unroll ! 

Since darkness o’ershadows the prospect before me , 

More dear is the beam of the past to my soul. 

But if, through the course of the years which await me , 

Some new scene of pleasure should open to view, 

I will say, while with rapture the thought shall elate me, 

“Oh ! such were the days which my infancy knew.” 

1806 . 


TO M — . 

Oh ! did those eyes , instead of fire , 

With bright but mild affection shine, 
Though they might kindle less desire , 

Love, more than mortal, would be thine. 

For thou art form’d so heavenly fair, 

Howe’er those orbs may wildly beam , 

We must admire, but still despair; 

That fatal glance forbids esteem. 
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When Nalure stamp’d thy beauteous birth, 

So much perfection in thee shone, 

She fear’d that , too divine for earth , 

The skies might claim thee for their own : - 

Therefore , to guard her dearest work , 

Lest angels might dispute the prize , 

She bade a secret lightning lurk 
Within those once celestial eyes. 

These might the boldest sylph appal , 

When gleaming with meridian blaze; 

Thy beauty must enrapture all ; 

But who can dare thine ardent gaze? 

'T is said that Berenice’s hair 
In stars adorns the vault of heaven; 

But they would ne’er permit thee there , 

Thou wouldst so far outshine the seven. 

For did those eyes as planets roll, 

Thy sister- lights would scarce appear : 

E’en suns, which systems now control, 

Would twinkle dimly through their sphere. 

1806. 


TO WOMAN. 

Wom an ! experience might have told me , 

That all must love thee who behold thee : 

Surely experience might have taught 
Thy firmest promises are nought; 

But, placed in all thy charms before me, 

All I forget , but to adore thee. 

Oh memory ! thou choicest blessing 
W’hen join’d with hope, when still possessing; 
But how much cursed by every lover 
When hope is fled and passion ’s over. 

Woman , that fair and fond deceiver, 

How prompt are striplings to believe her! 
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How throbs the pulse when first we view 
The eye that rolls in glossy blue. 

Or sparkles black , or mildly throws 
A beam from under hazel brows ! 

How quick we credit every oath , 

And hear her plight the willing troth ! 
Fondly we hope ’t will last for aye , 

When , Io ! she changes in a day. 

This record will for ever stand, 

“ Woman , thy vows are traced in sand.” 


TO M. S. G. 

When I dream that you love me , you ’ll surely forgive; 
Extend not your anger to sleep; 

For in visions alone your affection can live , — 

Irise, and it leaves me to weep. 

Then, Morpheus! envelope my faculties fast, 

Shed o’er me your languor benign ; 

Should the dream of to-night but resemble the last. 

What rapture celestial is mine ! 

They tell us that slumber , the sister of death , 

Mortality’s emblem is given ; 

To fate how I long to resign my frail breath , 

If this be a foretaste of heaven ! 

Ah! frown not, sweet lady, unbend your soft brow, 
Nor deem me too happy in this; 

If I sin in my dream , I atone for it now , 

Thus doom’d but to gaze upon bliss. 

Though in visions , sweet lady , perhaps you may smile , 
Oh! think not my penance deficient! 

When dreams of your presence my slumbers beguile, 

To awake will be torture sufficient. 
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TO MARY, 

ON RECEIVING HER PICTURE. 

This faint resemblance of thy charms, 

Though strong as mortal art could give, 

My constant heart of fear disarms , 

Revives my hopes , and bids me live. 

Here I can trace the locks of gold 

Which round thy snowy forehead wave, 

The cheeks which sprung from beauty’s mould, 

The lips which made me beauty’s slave. 

v Here I can trace — ah , no! that eye, 

Whose azure floats in liquid fire , 

Must all the painter's art defy, 

And bid him from the task retire. 

Here I behold its beauteous hue ; 

But where ’s the beam so sweetly straying 

Which gave a lustre to its blue, 

Like Luna o’er the ocean playing? 

Sweet copy! far more dear to me, 

Lifeless, unfeeling as thou art. 

Than all the living forms could be , 

Save her who placed thee next my heart. 

She placed it, sad, with needless fear, 

Lest time might shake my wavering soul , 

Unconscious that her image there 
Held every sense in fast control. 

Through hours, through years, through lime, 't will cheer; 
My hope, in gloomy moments, raise; 

In life’s last conflict ’twill appear, 

And meet my fond expiring gaze. 


TO LESBIA. 

Lksbiv ! since far from you I 've ranged , 
Our souls with fond affection glow not; 
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You say 't is I , not you , have changed , 

I ’d tell you why, — but yet I know not. 

Your polish’d brow no cares have crost ; 

And , Lesbia ! we are not much older 
Since, trembling, first my heart 1 lost , 

Or told my love , with hope grown bolder. 

Sixteen was then our utmost age , 

Two years have lingering past away , love l 
And now new thoughts our minds engage, 

At least I feel disposed to stray, love ! 

’T is I that am alone to blame , 

I , that am guilty of love’s treason ; 

Since your sweet breast is still the same, 
Caprice must be my only reason. 

Ido not, love! suspect your truth , 

With jealous doubt my bosom heaves not; 
W r arm was the passion of my youth , 

One trace of dark deceit it leaves not. 

No, no, my flame was not pretended ; 

For, oh! I loved you most sincerely ; 

And — though our dream at last is ended — 
My bosom still esteems you dearly. 

No more we meet in yonder bowers ; 

Absence has made me prone to roving; 
But older, firmer hearts than ours 
Have found monotony in loving. 

Your cheek’s soft bloom is unimpair’d. 

New beauties still are daily bright’ning, 
Your eye for conquest beams prepared, 

The forge of love’s resistless lightning. 

Arm’d thus , to make their bosoms bleed. 
Many will throng to sigh like me , love! 
More constant they may prove , indeed ; 
Fonder, alas! they ne’er can be, love! 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY. 

(As the author was discharging his pistols in a garden, two ladies 
passing near the spot were alarmed by the sound of a bullet hissing near 
them ; to one of whom the following stanzas were addressed the next 
morning.] 

Doubtless, sweet girl! the hissing lead, 

Wafting destruction o’er thy charms , 

And hurtling o’er thy lovely head , . 

Has fill’d that breast with fond alarms. 

Surely some envious demon’s force , 

Vex’d to behold such beauty here , 

Impell’d the bullet’s viewless course. 

Diverted from its first career. 

Yes ! in that nearly fatal hour 

The ball obey’d some bell-born guide; 

But Heaven, with interposing power, 

In pity turn’d the death aside. 

Yet, as perchance one trembling tear 
Upon that thrilling bosom fell; 

Which I, th’ unconscious cause of fear, 

Extracted from its glistening cell : 

Say , what dire penance can atone 
For such an outrage done to thee? 

Arraign’d before thy beauty’s throne, 

What punishment wilt thou decree? 

Might I perform the judge’s part, 

The sentence I should scarce deplore; 

It only would restore a heart 

Which but belong’d to thee before. 

The least atonement I can make • 

Is to become no longer free ; 

Henceforth I breathe but for thy sake , 

Thou shall be all in all to me. 

But thou, perhaps, may’st now reject 
Such expiation of my guilt: 
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Come then , some other mode elect; 

Let it be death , or what thou wilt. 

Choose then , relentless ! and I swear 
Nought shall thy dread decree prevent; 
Yet hold — one little word forbear! 

Let it be aught but banishment. 


LOVE’S LAST ADIEC. 
u4n, d an ftt <pwy it . — Anacrkon. 

Thk roses of love glad the garden of life, 

Though nurtured ’mid weeds dropping pestilent dew , 

Till time crops the leaves with unmerciful knife, 

Or prunes them for ever, in love’s last adieu! 

In vain with endearments we soothe the sad heart. 

In vain do we vow for an age to be true ; 

The chance of an hour may command us to part, 

Or death disunite us in love's last adieu ! 

Still Hope, breathing peace through the grief-swollen breast. 
Will whisper, “ Our meeting we yet may renew:” 

With this dream of deceit half our sorrow ’s represt, 

Nor taste we the poison of love’s last adieu ! 

Oh ! mark you yon pair : in the sunshine of youth 

Love twined round their childhood his flow'rs as they grew; 

They flourish awhile in the season of truth , 

Till chill’d by the winter of love’s last adieu ! 

Sweet lady ! why thus doth a tear steal its way 
Down a cheek which outrivals thy bosom in hue? 

Yet why do I ask? — to distraction a prey 

Thy reason has perish’d with love’s last adieu ! 

Oh ! who is yon misanthrope, shunning mankind? 

From cities to caves of the forest he flew: 

There, raving, he howls his complaint to the wind; 

The mountains reverberate love’s last adieu 2 
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Now hate rules a heart which in love’s easy chains 
Once passion’s tumultuous blandishments knew; 
Despair now inflames the dark tide of his veins; 

He ponders in frenzy on love’s last adieu ! 

How he envies the wretch with a soul wrapt in steel! 

His pleasures are scarce, yet his troubles are few, 
Who laughs at the pang that he never can feel, 

And dreads not the anguish of love’s last adieu ! 

Youth flies, life decays, even hope is o’ercast; ' 

No more with love’s former devotion we sue : 

He spreads his young wing, he retires with the blast; 
The shroud of affection is love’s last adieu ! 

In this life of probation for rapture divine, 

Astrea declares that some penance is due; 

From him who has worshipp’d at love’s gentle shrine, 
The atonement is ample in love’s last adieu ! 

Who kneels to the god , on his altar of light 
Must myrtle and cypress alternately strew : 

His myrtle, an emblem of pqrest delight; 

His cypress the garland of love’s last adieu ! 


DAMAETAS. 

In law an infant, and in years a boy, 

In mind a slave to every vicious joy; 

From every sense of shame and virtue wean’d ; 

In lies an adept , in deceit a fiend ; 

Yersed in hypocrisy, while yet a child; 

Fickle as wind, of inclinations wild; 

Woman his dupe, his heedless friend a tool; 

Old in the world, though scarcely broke from school; 
Damaetas ran through all the maze of sin , 

And found the gaol when others just begin: 

Even still conflicting passions shake his soul , 

And bid him drain the dregs of pleasure’s bowl ; 

Lerd Byron. III. g 
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But, pall’d with vice, he breaks his former chain. 
And what was once his bliss appears his bane. 


TO MARION. 

Marion ! why that pensive brow? 

What disgust to life hast thou? 

Change that discontented air; 

Frowns become not one so fair. 

’T is not love disturbs thy rest, 

Love ’s a stranger to thy breast; 

He in dimpling smiles appears, 

Or mourns in sweetly timid tears, 

Or bends the languid eyelid down , 

But shuns the cold forbidding frown. 

Then resume thy former Gre , 

Some will love, and all admire; 

While that icy aspect chills us , 

Nought but cool indifference thrills us. 

Wouldst thou wandering hearts beguile, 

Smile at least, or seem to smile. 

Eyes like thine were never meant 
To hide their orbs in dark restraint; 

Spite of all thou fain wouldst say, 

Still in truant beams they play. 

Thy lips — but here my modest Muse 
Her impulse chaste must needs refuse : 

She blushes, curt’sies, frowns, — in short she 
Dreads lest the subject should transport me; 
And flying off in search of reason , 

Brings prudence back in proper season. 

All I shall therefore say (whate’er 
I think , is neither here nor there) 

Is, that such lips , of looks endearing, 

Were form’d for better things than sneering : 

Of soothing compliments divested , 

Advice at least ’s disinterested; 
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Such is my artless song to thee, 

From all the flow of flattery free ; 

Counsel like mine is as a brother’s. 

My heart is given to some others ; 

That is to say, unskill’d to cozen , 

It shares itself among a dozen. 

Marion, adieu! oh, pr’ythee slight not 
This warning, though it may delight not; 
And, lest my precepts be displeasing 
To those who think remonstrance teasing. 
At once I ’ll tell thee our opinion 
Concerning woman’s soft dominion : 
Howe’er we gaze with admiration 
On eyes of blue or lips carnation , 

Howe’er the flowing locks attract us , 
Howe’er those beauties may distract us . 
Still fickle , we are prone to rove , 

These cannot fix our souls to love • 

It is not too severe a stricture 
To say they form a pretty picture; 

But wouldst thou see the secret chain 
Which binds us in your humble train , 

To hail you queens of all creation , 

Know, in a word, 't is Animation. 


TO A LADY 

WHO PRESENTED TO THE AUTHOR A LOCK OR HAIR BRAIDRD WITH HIS 
OWN, AND APPOINTED A NIGHT IN DECEMBER TO MEET HIM IN 
THE GARDEN. 

Thksf. locks , which fondly thus entwine. 

In firmer chains our hearts confine , 

Than all th’ unmeaning protestations 
Which swell with nonsense love orations. 

Our love is fix’d , I think we ’ve proved it , 

Nor time, nor place, nor art have moved it; 

Then wherefore should we sigh and whine, 

8 * 
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With groundless jealousy repine , 

With silly whims and fancies frantic , 
Merely to make our love romantic? 

Why should you weep like Lydia Languish, 
And fret with self-created anguish? 

Or doom the lover you have chosen , 

On winter nights to sigh half frozen; 

In leafless shades to sue for pardon , 

Only because the scene ’s a garden? 

For gardens seem , by one consent , 

Since Shakspeare set the precedent, 

Since Juliet first declared her passion 
To form the place of assignation. 

Oh ! would some modern muse inspire. 
And seat her by a sea-coal fire ; 

Or had the bard at Christmas written , 

And laid the scene of love in Britain, 

He surely, in commiseration, 

Had changed the place of declaration. 

In Italy I 've no objection ; 

Warm nights are proper for reflection ; 

But here our climate is so rigid , 

That love itself is rather frigid : 

Think on our chilly situation, 

And curb this rage for imitation; 

Then let us meet, as oft we ’ve done. 
Beneath the influence of the sun; 

Or, if at midnight l must meet you, 

Within your mansion let me greet you : 
There we can love for hours together, 

Much better, in such snowy weather, 

Than placed in all th’ Arcadian groves 
That ever witness’d rural loves; 

Then , if my passion fail to please. 

Next night I ’ll be content to freeze; 

No more I ’ll give a loose to laughter, 

But curse my fate for ever after. 
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OSCAR OF ALVA.) 

A TALK. 

How sweetly shines through azure skies , 
The lamp of heaven on Lora's shore; 

Where Alva’s hoary turrets rise, 

And hear the din of arms no more. 

But often has yon rolling moon 
On Alva’s casques of silver play’d ; 

And view’d , at midnight’s silent noon , 
Her chiefs in gleaming mail array’d : 

And on the crimson’d rocks beneath , 
Which scowl o’er ocean’s sullen flow, 

Pale in the scatter’d ranks of death , 

She saw the gasping warrior low; 

While many an eye which ne’er again 
Could mark the rising orb of day, 

Turn’d feebly from the gory plain, 

Beheld in death her fading ray. 

Once to those eyes the lamp of Love , 
They blest her dear propitious light; 

But now she glimmer’d from above , 

- A sad , funereal torch of night. 

Faded is Alva’s noble race, 

And gray her towers are seen afar; 

No more her heroes urge the chase. 

Or roll the crimson tide of war. 

But, who was last of Alva’s clan? 

Why grows the moss on Alva’s stone? 

Her towers resound no steps of man. 
They echo to the gale alone. 

And when that gale is fierce and high, 

A sound is heard in yonder hall; 

It rises hoarsely through the sky, 

And vibrates o’er the mouldering wall. 
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Yes, when the eddying tempest sighs, 

It shakes the shield of Oscar brave; 

But there no more his banners rise , 

No more his plumes of sable wave. 

Fair shone the sun on Oscar's birth, 

When Angus hail’d his eldest born; 

The vassals round their chieftain’s hearth 
Crowd to applaud the happy morn. 

They feast upon the mountain deer. 

The pibroch raised its piercing note; 

To gladden more their highland cheer. 

The strains in martial numbers float: 

And they who heard the war-notes wild 
Hoped that one day the pibroch’s strain 

Should play before the hero’s child 
While he should lead the tartan train. 

Another year is quickly past, 

And Angus hails another son; 

His natal day is like the last , 

Nor soon the jocund feast was done. 

Taught by their sire to bend the bow. 

On Alva’s dusky hills of wind, 

The boys in childhood chased the roe. 

And left their hounds in speed behind. 

But ere their years of youth are o’er. 

They mingle in the ranks of war; 

They lightly wheel the bright claymore. 

And send the whistling arrow far. 

Dark was the flow of Oscar’s hair, 

Wildly it stream’d along the gale; 

But Allan’s locks were bright and fair. 

And pensive seem’d his cheek, and pale. 

But Oscar own’d a hero’s soul , 

His dark eye shone through beams of truth; 
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Allan had early learn'd control, 

And smooth his words had been from youth. 

Both , both were brave; the Saxon spear 
Was shiver’d oft beneath their steel; 

And Oscar’s bosom scorn’d to fear, 

But Oscar’s bosom knew to feel ; 

While Allan’s sou! belied his form , 

Unworthy with such charms to dwell : 

Keen as the lightning of the storm , 

On foes his deadly vengeance fell. 

From high Southannon’s distant tower 
Arrived a young and noble dame; 

With Kenneth’s lands to form her dower, 
Glenalvon’s blue-eyed daughter came; 

And Oscar claim’d the beauteous bride, 

And Angus on his Oscar smiled : 

It soothed the father’s feudal pride 
Thus to obtain Glenalvon’s child. 

Hark to the pibroch’s pleasing note ! 

Hark to the swelling nuptial song! 

In joyous strains the voices float, 

And still the choral peal prolong. 

See how the heroes' blood-red plumes 
Assembled wave in Alva’s hall ; 

Each youth his varied plaid assumes, 
Attending on their chieftain’s call. 

It is not war their aid demands , 

The pibroch plays the song of peace; 

To Oscar’s nuptials throng the bands , 

Nor yet the sounds of pleasure cease. 

But where is Oscar? sure ’t is late : 

Is this a bridegroom’s ardent flame? 

While thronging guests and ladies wait, 

Nor Oscar nor his brother came. 
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At length young Allan join’d the bride : 

“Why comes not Oscar,” Angus said: 

“Is he not here? ” the youth replied ; 

“ With me he roved not o’er the glade : 

“Perchance, forgetful of the day, 

T is his to chase the bounding roe; 

Or ocean’s waves prolong his stay ; 

Yet Oscar’s bark is seldom slow.” 

“Oh, no!” the anguish’d sire rejoin’d, 

“Nor chase, nor wave, my boy delay; 

Would he to Mora seem unkind? 

Would aught to her impede his way? 

“Oh, search, ye chiefs! oh, search around t 
Allan, with these through Alva fly ; 

Till Oscar, till my son is found , 

Haste, haste, nor dare attempt reply.” 

All is confusion — through the vale 
The name of Oscar hoarsely rings , 

It rises on the murmuring gale. 

Till night expands her dusky wiogs; 

It breaks the stillness of the night, 

But echoes through her shades in vain , 

It sounds through morning’s misty light, 

But Oscar comes not o’er the plain. 

Three days, three sleepless nights , the Chief 
For Oscar search’d each mountain cave; 

Then hope is lost; in boundless grief, 

His locks in gray-torn ringlets wave. 

“Oscar! my son! — thou God of Heav’n 
Restore the prop of sinking age! 

Or if that hope no more is given , 

Yield his assassin to my rage. 

“Yes, on some desert rocky shore 
My Oscar’s whiten’d bones must lie; 
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Then grant, thou God! I ask no more. 
With him his frantic sire may die ! 

“Yet he may live, — away, despair! 

Becalm, my soul! he yet may live; 

T’ arraign my fate , my voice forbear! 

0 God! my impious prayer forgive. 

“What, if he live for me no more, 

1 sink forgotten in the dust, 

The hope of Alva’s age is o’er : 

Alas! can pangs like these be just?" 

Thus did the hapless parent mourn , 

Till Time, who soothes severest woe. 
Had bade serenity return , 

And made the tear-drop cease to flow. 

For still some latent hope survived 
That Oscar might once more appear; 
His hope now droop’d and now revived , 
Till Time had told a tedious year. 

Days roll’d along, the orb of light 
Again had run his destined race; 

No Oscar bless’d his father’s sight, 

And sorrow left a fainter trace. 

For youthful Allan still remain’d , 

Aud now his father’s only joy: 

And Mora’s heart was quickly gain’d, 

For beauty crown’d the fair-hair’d boy. 

She thought that Oscar low was laid , 

And Allan’s face was wondrous fair; 

If Oscar lived , some other maid 

Had claim’d his faithless bosom’s care. 

And Angus said , if one year more 
In fruitless hope was pass’d away, 

His fondest scruples should be o’er, 

And he would name their nuptial day. 
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Slow roll’d the moons , but blest at last 
Arrived the dearly destined morn ; 

The year of anxious trembling past , 

What smiles the lovers’ cheeks adorn ! 

Hark to the pibroch’s pleasing note! 

Hark to the swelling nuptial song! 

In joyous strains the voices float , 

And still the choral peal prolong. 

Again the clan , in festive crowd , 

Throng through the gate of Alva’s hall; 

The sounds of mirth re-echo loud, 

And all their former joy recall. 

But who is he , whose darken’d brow 
Glooms in the midst of general mirth? 

Before his eyes’ far fiercer glow 
The blue flames curdle o’er the hearth. 

Dark is the robe which wraps his form, 

And tall his plume of gory red ; 

His voice is like the rising storm , 

But light and trackless is his tread. 

’T is noon of night , the pledge goes round , 
The bridegroom’s health is deeply quaff’d; 

With shouts the vaulted roofs resound. 

And all combine to hail the draught. 

Sudden the stranger-chief arose , 

And all the clamorous crowd are bush'd; 

Aud Angus’ cheek with wonder glows , 

And Mora’s tender bosom blush’d. 

“Oldman!” he cried, “ this pledge is done; 
Thou saw’st ’t was duly drank by me; 

It hail’d the nuptials of thy son : 

Now will 1 claim a pledge from thee. 

“While all around is mirth and joy. 

To bless tby Allan’s happy lot , 
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Say , had’st thou ne’er another boy? 

Say , why should Oscar be forgot? ” 

“Alas ! ” the hapless sire replied , 

The big tear starting as he spoke , 

44 When Oscar left my hall , or died , 

This aged heart was almost broke. 

“Thrice has the earth revolved her course 
Since Oscar’s form has bless’d my sight; 
And Allan is my last resource, 

Since martial Oscar’s death or flight.” 

44 ’T is well , ” replied the stranger stern , 
And fiercely flash’d his rolling eye ; 

“Thy Oscar’s fate I fain would learn; 
Perhaps the hero did not die. 

44 Perchance , if those whom most he loved 
Would call , thy Oscar might return ; 
Perchance the chief has only roved ; 

For him thy Beltane yet may burn. 

“Fill high the bowl the table round, 

We will not claim the pledge by stealth; 
With wine let eyery cup be crown’d ; 

Pledge me departed Oscar’s health.” 

‘‘With all my soul,” old Angus said, 

And fill’d his goblet to the brim ; 

‘‘Here ’s to my boy ! alive or dead, 

I ne’er shall find a son like him.” 

“Bravely, old man, this health has sped; 

But why does Allan trembling stand? 
Come , drink remembrance of the dead , 
And raise thy cup with firmer hand.” 

The crimson glow of Allan’s face 
Was turn’d at once to ghastly hue; 

The drops of death each other chase 
Adown in agonizing dew. 
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Thrice did he raise the goblet high , 

Apd thrice his lips refused to taste ; 

For thrice he caught the stranger’s eye 
On his with deadly fury placed. 

“And is it thus a brother hails 
A brother’s fond remembrance here? 

If thus affection’s strength prevails, 

What might we not expect from fear? ” 

Roused by the sneer , he raised the bowl , 

“ Would Oscar now could share our mirth!" 

Internal fear appall’d his soul ; 

He said, and dash’d the cup to earth. 

“ ’Tis he! I hear my murdeier’s voice!” 

Loud shrieks a darkly gleaming form, 

‘ ‘ A murderer’s voice ! ” the roof replies , 

And deeply swells the bursting storm. 

The tapers wink , the chieftains shrink, 

The stranger ’s gone , — amidst the crew 

A form was seen in tartan green , 

And tall the shade terrific grew. 

His waist was bound with a broad belt round. 

His plume of sable stream’d on high; 

But his breast was bare , with the red wounds there. 
And fix’d was the glare of his glassy eye. 

And thrice he smiled, with his eye so wild, 

On Angus bending low the knee ; 

And thrice he frow n’d on a chief on the ground , 

Whom shivering crowds with horror see. 

The bolts loud roll , from pole to pole , 

The thunders through the welkin ring, 

And the gleaming form , through the mist of the storm. 
Was borne on high by the whirlwind’s wing. 

Cold was the feast, the revel ceased. 

Who lies upon the stony floor? 
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Oblivion press’d old Angus’ breast, 

At length his life-pulse throbs once more. 

“Away, away! let the leech essay 
To pour the light on Allan’s eyes : ” 

His sand is done, — his race is run; 

Oh ! never more shall Allan rise 1 

But Oscar’s breast is cold as clay, 

His locks are lifted by the gale; 

And Allan’s barbed arrow lay 

With him in dark Glentanar’s vale. 

And whence the dreadful stranger came. 

Or who , no mortal wight can tell ; 

But no one doubts the form of flame, 

For Alva’s sons knew Oscar well. 

Ambition nerved young Allan’s hand. 
Exulting demons wing’d his dart; 

While Envy waved her burning brand , 

And pour’d her venom round his heart. 

Swift is the shaft from Allan’s bow ; 

Whose streaming life-blood stains his side ; 

Bark Oscar’s sable crest is low, 

The dart has drunk his vital tide. 

And Mora’s eye could Allan move. 

She bade his wounded pride rebel; 

Alas ! that eyes which beam’d with love 
Should urge the soul to deeds of hell. 

Lo ! seest thou not a lonely tomb 
Which rises o’er a warrior dead? 

It glimmers through the twilight gloom; 

Oh ! that is Allan’s nuptial bed. 

Far, distant far, the noble grave 
Which held his clan's great ashes stood ; 

And o’er his corse no banners wave , 

For they were stain’d with kindred blood. 
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What minstrel gray, what hoary bard , 

Shall Allan’s deeds on harp-strings raise ? 

The song is glory’s chief reward, 

But who can strike a murderer’s praise? 

Unstrung, untouch’d , the harp must stand , 
No minstrel dare the theme awake ; 

Guilt would benumb his palsied hand , 

His harp m shuddering chords would break. 

No lyre of fame , no hallow’d verse , 

Shall sound his glories high in air: 

A dying father’s bitter curse , 

A brother’s death-groan echoes there. 


THE EPISODE OF NISUS AND EURYALUS , 

A PARAPHRASE FROM THE AK.XKID, LIB. IX. 

Nisl s , the guardian of the portal , stood , 

Eager to gild his arms with hostile blood; 

Well skill’d in fight the quivering lance to wield, 

Or pour his arrows through th’ embattled field. 

From Ida torn , he left his sylvan cave, 

And sought a foreign home , a distant grave. 

To watch the movements of the Daunian host. 

With him Euryalus sustains the post; 

No lovelier mien adorn’d the ranks of Troy, 

And beardless bloom yet graced the gallant boy, 

Though few the seasons of his youthful life, 

As yet a novice in the martial strife, 

’T was his, with beauty , valour’s gifts to share — 

A soul heroic , as his form was fair : 

These burn with one pure flame of generous love ; 

In peace, in war, united still they move; 

Friendship and glory form their joint reward; 

And now combined they hold their nightly guard. 

“ What god,” exclaim’d the first , “instils this fire? 
Or , in itself a god, what great desire? 

My labouring soul , with anxious thought oppress’d , 
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Abhors this station of inglorious rest ; 

The love of fame with this can ill accord , 

Be ’t mine to seek for glory with my sword. 

Seest thou yon camp , with torches twinkling dim, 

Where drunken slumbers wrap each lazy limb? 

"Where confidence and ease the watch disdain. 

And drowsy Silence holds her sable reign? 

Then hear my thought: — In deep and sullen grief 
Our troops and leaders mourn their absent chief: 

Now could the gifts and promised prize be thine 
(The deed, the danger, and the fame be mine), 

Were this decreed , beneath yon rising mound , 

Methinks , an easy path perchance were found ; 

Which past, I speed my way to Pallas’ walls, 

And lead yEneas from Evander’s halls.” 

With equal ardour fired , and warlike joy, 

His glowing friend address’d the Dardan boy: — 

“These deeds, myNisus, shall thou dare alone? 

Must all the fame, the peril, be thine own? 

Am I by thee despised, and left afar, 

As one unfit to share the toils of war? 

Not thus his son the great Opheltes taught; 

Not thus my sire in Argive combats fought; 

Not thus, when Ilion fell by heavenly hate, 

I track’d yEneas through the walks of fate : 

Thou know’st my deeds, my breast devoid of fear, 

And hostile life-drops dim my gory spear. 

Here is a soul with hope immortal burns , 

And life, ignoble life, for glory spurns. 

Fame, fame is cheaply earn’d by fleeting breath : 

The price of honour is the sleep of death.” 

Then Nisus, — “Calm thy bosom’s fond alarms, 

Thy heart beats fiercely to the din of arms. 

More dear thy worth and valour than my own , 

I swear by him who fills Olympus’ throne ! 

So may I triumph , as 1 speak the truth , 
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And clasp again the comrade of my youth ! 

But should I fall , — and he who dares advance , 
Through hostile legions must abide by chance , — 

If some Rutulian arm , with adverse blow , 

Should lay the friend who ever loved thee low, 

Live thou , such beauties I would fain preserve, 

Thy budding years a lengthen’d term deserve. 

When humbled in the dust, let some one be. 

Whose gentle eyes will shed one tear for me; 

Whose manly arm may snatch me back by force, 

Or wealth redeem from foes my captive corse ; 

Or, if my destiny these last deny , 

If in the spoiler’s power my ashes lie , 

Thy pious care may raise a simple tomb , 

To mark thy love , and signalize my doom. 

Why should thy doting wretched mother weep 
Her only boy, reclined in endless sleep? 

Who, for thy sake, the tempest’s fury dared. 

Who , for thy sake , war’s deadly peril shared ; 

Who braved what woman never braved before. 

And left her native for the Latian shore.” 

“In vain you damp the ardour of my soul,” 

Replied Euryalus; “it scorns control ! 

Hence, let us haste!” — their brother guards arose. 
Roused by their call , nor court again repose ; 

The pair, buoy’d up on Hope’s exulting wing. 

Their stations leave, and speed to seek the king. 

Now o’er the earth a solemn stillness ran, 

And lull’d alike the cares of brute and man ; 

Save where the Dardau leaders nightly hold 
Alternate converse , and their plans unfold. 

On one great point the couucil arc agreed, 

An instant message to their prince decreed ; 

Each lean’d upon the lance he well could wield 
And poised with easy arm his ancient shield ; 

When Nisus and his friend their leave request 
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To offer something to their high behest. 

With anxious tremors , yet unawed by fear. 

The faithful pair before the throne appear : 
lulus greets them ; at his kind command , 

The elder first address’d the hoary band. 

“With patience” (thus Hyrtacides began) 
“Attend , nor judge from youth our humble plan. 
Where yonder beacons half expiring beam , 

Our slumbering foes of future conquest dream , 

Nor heed that we a secret path have traced, 

Between the ocean an the portal placed. 

Beneath the covert of the blackening smoke , 

W'hose shade securely our design will cloak ! 

If you, ye chiefs, and fortune will allow, 

We ’ll bend our course to yonder mountain’s brow, 
Where Pallas’ walls at distance meet the sight, 

Seen o’er the glade , when not obscured by night : 
Then shall zEneas in his pride return, 

W’hile hostile matrons raise their offspring’s urn; 
And Latian spoils and purpled heaps of dead 
Shall mark the havoc of our hero’s tread. 

Such is our purpose, not unknown the way; 

Where yonder torrent’s devious waters stray, 

Oft have we seen , when hunting by the stream. 
The distant spires above the valleys gleam.” 

Mature in years , for sober wisdom famed , 
Moved by the speech , Alethes here exclaim’d , 

“Ye parent gods! who rule the fate of Troy, 

Still dwells the Dardan spirit in the boy; 

W r hen minds like these in striplings thus ye raise. 
Yours is the godlike act , be yours the praise ; 

In gallant youth , my fainting hopes revive , 

And Ilion’s wonted glories still survive,” 

Then in his warm embrace the boys he press’d, 
And, quivering, strain’d them to his aged breast; 
With tears the burning cheek of each bedew’d, 

IaiiiI Ityron. III. y 
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And , sobbing, thus his first discourse renew’d : 

“ What gift, my countrymen, what martial prize 
Can we bestow r , which you may not despise? 

Our deities the first best boon have given — 

Internal virtues are the gift of Heaven. 

What poor rewards can bless your deeds on earth, 
Doubtless await such young, exalted worth. 
jfEneas and Ascanius shall combine 
To yield applause far, far surpassing mine, 
lulus then : — “ By all the powers above ! 

By those Penates who my country love ! 

By hoary Vesta's sacred fane, I swear, 

My hopes are all in you , ye generous pair! 

Restore my father to my grateful sight, 

And all my sorrows yield to one delight. 

Nisus ! two silver goblets are thine own. 

Saved from Arisba s stately domes o’erthrown! 

My sire secured them on that fatal day, 

Nor left such bowls an Argive robber’s prey : 

Two massy tripods , also , shall be thine; 

Two talents polish’d from the glittering mine; 

An ancient cup, which Tyrian Dido gave, 

While yet our vessels press’d the Punic wave : 

But when the hostile chiefs at length bow down , 

W hen great iEneas wears Hesperia’s crown , 

The casque, the buckler, and the fiery steed 
W'hich Turnus guides with more than mortal speed, 

Are thine; no envious lot shall then be cast, 

I pledge my word , irrevocably past: 

Nay more, twelve slaves, and twice six captive dames. 
To soothe thy softer hours with amorous flames, 

And all the realms which now the Latins sway 
The labours of to-night shall well repay. 

But thou , my generous youth , whose tender years 
Are near my own , whose worth my heart reveres. 
Henceforth affection, sweetly thus begun , 

Shall join our bosoms and our souls in one; 
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Without thy aid , no glory shall be mine ; 

Without thy dear advice , no great design ; 

Alike through life esteem’d , thou godlike boy 
In war my bulwark, and in peace my joy.” 

To him Euryalus : — “No day shall shame 
The rising glories which from this I claim. 

Fortune may favour , or the skies may frown , 

But valour, spite of fate, obtains renown. 

Yet, ere from hence our eager steps depart, 

One boon I beg, the nearest to my heart : 

My mother, sprung from Priam’s royal line. 

Like thine ennobled , hardly less divine , 

Nor Troy nor king Acestes’ realms restrain 
Her feeble age from dangers of the main ; 

Alone she came, all selfish fears above, 

A bright example of maternal love. 

Unknown the secret enterprise I brave, 

Lest grief should bend my parent to the grave; 

From this alone no fond adieus I seek , 

No fainting mother’s lips have press’d my cheek ; 

By gloomy night and thy right hand I vow 
Her parting tears would shake my purpose now : 

Do thou , my prince, her failing age sustain , 

In thee her much-loved child may live again ; 

Her dying hours with pious conduct bless , 

Assist her wants, relieve her fond distress: 

So dear a hope must all my soul inflame, 

To rise in glory, or to fall in fame.” 

Struck with a filial care so deeply felt, 

In tears at once the Trojan warriors melt: 

Faster than all, lulus’ eyes o’erflow; 

Such love was his, and such had been his woe. 

“All thou hast ask’d, receive,” the prince replied; 
“ Nor this alone , but many a gift beside. 

To cheer thy mother’s years shall be my aim, 

Creusa’s style but wanting to the dame. 

9 * 
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Fortune an adverse wayward course may run , 

But bless’d thy mother in so dear a son. 

Now , by my life ! — my sire’s most sacred oath — 

To thee I pledge my full , my firmest troth , 

All the rewards which ouce to thee were vow’d , 

If thou shouldst fall , on her shall be bestow’d.” 

Thus spoke the weeping prince, then forth to view 
A gleaming falchion from the sheath he drew; 

* Lycaon’s utmost skill had graced the steel , 

For friends to envy and for foes to feel : 

A tawny hide, the Moorish lion’s spoil, 

Slain ’midst the forest, in the hunter’s toil , 

Mnestheus to guard the elder youth bestows, 

And old Alethes’ casque defends his brows. 

Arm’d , thence they go , while all th’ assembled train „ 

To aid their cause , implore the gods in vain. 

More than a boy, in wisdom and in grace, 
lulus holds amidst the chiefs his place : 

His prayer he sends ; but what can prayers avail , 

Lost in the murmurs of the sighing gale ! 

The trench is pass’d , and , favour’d by the night. 
Through sleeping foes they wheel their wary flight. 

When shall the sleep of many a foe be o’er? 

Alas ! some slumber who shall wake no more ! 

Chariots and bridles , mix’d with arms, are seen; 

And flowing flasks , and scatter’d troops between : 

Bacchus and Mars to rule the camp combine ; 

A miugled chaos this of war and wine. 

“Now,” cries the first, “for deeds of blood prepare. 
With me the conquest and the labour share : 

Here lies our path ; lest any hand arise , 

' Watch thou , while many a dreaming chieftain dies : 

I ’ll carve our passage through the heedless foe , 

And clear thy road w ith many a deadly blow.” 

His whispering accents then the youth repress’d , 

And pierced proud Rhamnes through his panting breast : 
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Stretch’d at his case , th’ incautious king reposed; 
Debauch , and not fatigue , his eyes had closed : 

To Turnus dear , a prophet and a prince , 

His omens more than augur’s skill evince ; 

But he , who thus foretold the fate of all , 

Could not avert his own untimely fall. 

Next Remus’ armour-bearer, hapless, fell, 

And three unhappy slaves the carnage swell; 

The charioteer along his courser’s sides 
Expires , the steel his sever’d neck divides; 

And, last, his lord is number’d with the dead: 
Bounding convulsive , (lies the gasping head; 

From the swoll’n veins the blackening torrents pour; 
Stain’d is the couch and earth with clotting gore. 
Young Lamyrus and Lamus next expire , 

And gay Serranus, fill’d with youthful fire , 

Half the long night in childish games was pass’d; 
Lull’d by the potent grape , he slept at last : 

Ah ! happier far had he the morn survey’d , 

And till Aurora’s dawn his skill display’d. 

In slaughter’d folds , the keepers lost in sleep , 
His hungry fangs a lion thus may steep ; 

'Mid the sad flock, at dead of night he prowls, 

With murder glutted , and in carnage rolls : 

Insatiate still , through teeming herds he roams ; 

In seas of gore the lordly tyrant foams. 

Nor less the other’s deadly vengeance came , 

But falls on feeble crowds without a name ; 

His wound unconscious Fadus scarce can feel , 

Yet wakeful Rha?sus sees the threatening steel; 

His coward breast behind a jar he hides , 

And vaiuly in the weak defence confides; 

Full in his heart, the falchion search'd his veins, 
The reeking weapon bears alternate stains; 

Through wine and blood, commingling as they flow, 
One feeble spirit seeks the shades below. 
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Now where Messapus dwelt they bend their way, 

Whose fires emit a faint and trembling ray ; 

There, uncoufined, behold eaeh grazing steed , 
Unwatch’d , unheeded , on the herbage feed : 

Brave Nisus here arrests his comrade’s arm , 

Too flush’d with carnage , and with conquest warm : 
“Hence let us haste , the dangerous path is pass’d ; 

Full foes enough to-night have breath’d their last : 

Soon will the day those eastern clouds adorn ; 

Now let us speed , nor tempt the rising morn.” 

What silver arms , w ith various art emboss’d , 

What bowls and mantles in confusion toss’d. 

They leave regardless ! yet one glittering prize 
Attracts the younger hero’s wandering eyes; 

The gilded harness Rhamnes' coursers felt. 

The gems which stud the monarch’s golden belt : 

This from the pallid corse was quickly torn , 

Once by a line of former chieftaius worn. 

Th' exulting boy the studded girdle wears, 

Messapus’ helm his head in triumph bears ; 

Then from the tents their cautious steps they bend , 

To seek the vale where safer paths extend. 

Just at this hour , a band of Latian horse 
To Turnus’ camp pursue their destined course : 

While the slow foot their tardy march delay. 

The knights, impatient, spur along the way : 

Three hundred mail-clad men, by Volscens led, 

To Turnus with their master’s promise sped : 

Now they approach the trench , and view the walls , 
When , on the left, a light reflection falls ; 

The plunder’d helmet , through the waning night , 
Sheds forth a silver radiance, glancing bright. 

Volcens with question loud the pair alarms : — 
“Stand, stragglers! stand! why early thus in arms? 
From whence, to whom? — He meets with no reply : 
Trusting the covert of the night , they fly : 
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The thicket’s depth with hurried pace they tread, 
While round the wood the hostile squadron spread. 

With brakes entangled , scarce a path between , 
Dreary and dark appears the sylvan scene : 

Euryalus his heavy spoils impede. 

The boughs and wiuding turns his steps mislead; 

But Nisus scours along the forest’s maze 
To where Latinus’ steeds in safety graze , 

Then backward o’er the plain his eyes extend, 

On every side they seek his absent friend. 

“OGod! my boy,” he cries, “of me bereft. 

In what impending perils art thou left ! ” 

Listening he runs — above the waving trees , 
Tumultuous voices swell the passing breeze; 

The war-cry rises, thundering hoofs around 
W’ake the dark echoes of the trembling ground. 

Again he turns , of footsteps hears the noise; 

The sound elates, the sight his hope destroys : 

The hapless boy a ruffian train surround, 

While lengthening shades his weary way confound. 
Him with loud shouts the furious knights pursue, 
Struggling in vain , a captive to the crew. 

"What can his friend ’gainst thronging numbers dare? 
Ah ! must he rush , his comrade’s fate to share? 
What force , what aid , what stratagem essay, 

Back to redeem the Latian spoiler’s prey? 

His life a votive ransom nobly give , 

Or die with him for whom he w ished to live? 

Poising with strength his lifted lance on high , 

On Luna’s orb he cast bis frenzied eye : — 
“Goddess serene, transcendiug every star! 

Queen of the sky, whose beams are seen afar ! 

By night heaven owns thy sway, by day the grove, 
W’hen , as chaste Dian , here thou deign'st to rove ; 
Ife' er myself, or sire , have sought to grace 
Thine altars with the produce of the chase , 
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Speed , speed nay dart to pierce yon vauntiug crowd , 
To free my friend , and scatter far the proud.” 

Thus having said , the hissing dart he flung; 

Through parted shades the hurtling weapon sung; 

The thirsty point in Sulmo’s entrails lay, 

Transfix’d his heart, and stretch’d him on the clay. 
He sobs, he dies, — the troop in wild amaze , 
Unconscious whence the death , with horror gaze. 
While pale they stare, through Tagus’ temples riven, 
A second shaft with equal force is driven. 

Fierce Volscens rolls around his lowering eyes ; 

Veil'd by the night , secure the Trojan lies. 

Burning with wrath , he view’d his soldiers fall. 
“Thou youth accurst, thy life shall pay for all!” 
Quick from the sheath his flaming glaive he drew, 
And , raging , on the boy defenceless flew. 

Nisus no more the blackening shade conceals , 

Forth , forth he starts , and all his love reveals ; 
Aghast, confused , his fears to madness rise , 

And pour these accents , shrieking as he flies : 

“Me, me, — your vengeance hurl on me alone ; 
Here sheathe the steel, my blood is all your own. 

Ye starry spheres ! thou conscious Heaven ! attest ! 
He could not — durst not — lo ! the guile confesl ! 

All , all was mine, — his early fate suspend ; 

He only loved too well his hapless friend : 

Spare, spare , ye chiefs ! from him your rage remove 
His fault was friendship , all his crime was love.” 

He pray’d in vain ; the dark assassin’s sword 
Pierced the fair side , the snowy bosom gored ; 

Lowly to earth inclines his plume-clad crest, 

And sanguine torrents mantle o’er his breast : 

As some young rose , whose blossom scents the air , 
Languid in death, expires beneath the share; 

Or crimson poppy, sinking with the shower, 
Declining gently , falls a fading flower ; 
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Thus, sweetly drooping, bends his lovely head , 
And lingering beauty hovers round the dead. 

But fiery Nisus stems the battle’s tide, 

Revenge his leader , and despair his guide ; 

Volscens he seeks amidst the gathering host, 
Volscens must soon appease his comrade’s ghost: 
Steel, flashing, pours on steel , foe crowds on foe; 
Rage nerves his arm , fate gleams in every blow; 

In vain beneath unnumber'd wounds he bleeds, 

Nor wounds , nor death , distracted Nisus heeds ; 

In viewless circles wheel’d, his falchion flies, 

Nor -quits the hero’s grasp till Volscens dies; 

Deep in his throat its end the weapon found , 

The tyrant’s soul fled groaning through the wound. 
Thus Nisus all his fond affection proved — 

Dying, revenged the fate of him he loved; 

Then on his bosom sought his wonted place , 

And death was heavenly in his friend’s embrace ! 

Celestial pair! if aught my verse can claim, 
Wafted on Time’s broad pinion , yours is fame ! 
Ages on ages shall your fate admire , 

No future day shall see your names expire , 

While stands the Capitol , immortal dome ! 

And vanquish’d millions hail their empress , Rome ! 


TRANSLATION FROM THE MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. 

[TLquyiH; vjttf) /uv ayav , x. x. A.] 

When fierce conflicting passions urge 
The breast where love is wont to glow , 

What rnind can stem the stormy surge 
Which rolls the tide of human woe? 

The hope of praise , the dread of shame , 

Can rouse the tortured breast no more ; 

The wild desire , the guilty flame, 

Absorbs each wish it felt before. 
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But if affection gently thrills 
The soul by purer dreams possest, 

The pleasing balm of mortal ills 

In love can soothe the aching breast: 

If thus thou comest in disguise , 

Fair Yenus ! from thy native heaven , 
What heart unfeeling would despise 
The sweetest boon the gods have given? 

But never from thy golden bow 
May I beneath the shaft expire ! 

Whose creeping Yenom , sure and slow , 
Awakes an all-consuming fire : 

Ye racking doubts ! ye jealous fears ! 

With others wage internal war; 
Repentance , source of future tears , 

From me be ever distant far! 

May no distracting thoughts destroy 
The holy calm of sacred love ! 

May all the hours be wing’d with joy , 
Which hover faithful hearts above ! 

Fair Yenus ! on thy myrtle shrine 
May I with some fond lover sigh , 

Whose heart may mingle pure with mine — 
With me to live , w ith me to die ! 

My native soil ! beloved before , 

Now dearer as ray peaceful home , 

Ne’er may I quit thy rocky shore , 

A hapless banish’d wretch to roam! 

This very day, this very hour , 

May I resign this fleeting breath ! 

Nor quit my silent humble bower; 

A doom to me far worse than death. 

Have I not heard the exile’s sigh , 

And seen the exile’s silent tear, 

Through distant climes condemn’d to fly, 

A pensive weary wanderer here? 
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Ah ! hapless dame ! no sire bewails , 
No friend thy wretched fate deplores , 
No kindred voice with rapture hails 
Thy steps within a stranger’s doors. 

Perish the fiend whose iron heart. 

To fair affection’s truth unknown , 
Bids her he fondly loved depart , 
Unpitied, helpless, and alone; 

Who ne’er unlocks with silver key 
The milder treasures of his soul, — 
May such a friend be far from me , 

And ocean’s storms between ns roll ! 


THOUGHTS SUGGESTED BY A COLLEGE EXAMINATION. 

High in the midst, surrounded by his peers, 

Magnus his ample front sublime uprears : 

Placed on his chair of state , he seems a god , 

While Sophs and Freshmen tremble at his nod. 

As all around sit w rapt in speechless gloom , 

His voice in thunder shakes the sounding dome; 
Denouncing dire reproach to luckless fools , 

Unskill’d to plod in mathematic rules. 

Happy the youth in Euclid’s axioms tried, 

Though little versed in any art beside; 

Who , scarcely skill’d an English line to pen , 

Scans Attic metres with a critic’s ken. 

What, though he knows not how his fathers bled. 

When civil discord piled the fields with dead, 

When Edward bade his conquering bands advance, 

Or Henry trampled on the crest of France: 

Though marvelling at the name of Magna Charta , 

Yet well he recollects the laws of Sparta ; 

Can tell what edicts sage Lycurgus made, 

^ ^ilc Blackstone 's on the shelf neglected laid ; 
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Of Grecian dramas vaunls the deathless fame, 

Of Avon's bard remembering scarce the name. 

Such is the youth -whose scientific pate 
Class-honours, medals, fellowships, await; 

Or even, perhaps, the declamation prize, 

If to such glorious height he lifts his eyes. 

But lo ! no common orator can hope 
The envied silver cup within his scope. 

Not that our heads much eloquence require , 

Th’ Athenian’s glowing style , or Tully’s fire. 

A manner clear or warm is useless , since 
We do not try by speaking to convince. 

Be other orators of pleasing proud : 

We speak to please ourselves , not move the crowd : 
Our gravity prefers the muttering tone, 

A proper mixture of the squeak and groan : 

No borrow’d grace of action must be seen 
The slightest molioo would displease the Dean ; 
Whilst every staring graduate would prate 
Against what he could never imitate. 

The man who hopes t’ obtain the promised cup 
Must in one posture stand , and ne’er look up ; 

Nor stop , but rattle over every word — 

No matter what, so it can ;iof be heard. 

Thus let him hurry on , nor think to rest : 

Who speaks the fastest ’s sure to speak the best; 
Who utters most within the shortest space 
May safely hope to win the wordy race. 

The sons of science these , who , thus repaid , 
Linger in ease in Granta’s sluggish shade ; 

Where ou Cam’s sedgy banks supine they lie 
Unknown, unhonour’d live, unwept for die: 

Dull as the pictures which adorn their halls. 

They think all learning fix’d within their walls: 

In manners rude, in foolish forms precise, 

All modern arts affecting to despise ; 
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"Yet prizing Bentley’s, Brunck’s, or Porson’s note. 
More than the verse on which the critic wrote : 

Vain as their honours, heavy as their ale , 

Sad as their wit, and tedious as their tale; 

To friendship dead, though not untaught to feel 
When Self and Church demand a bigot zeal. 

With eager haste they court the lord of power, 
Whether ’t is Pitt or Petty rules the hour; 

To him , with suppliant smiles, they bend the head 
While distant mitres to their eyes are spread. 

But should a storm o’erwhelm him with disgrace, 
They’d fly to seek the next who fill’d his place. 

Such are the men who learning’s treasures guard ! 
Such is their practice , such is their reward ! 

This much, at least, we may presume to say — • 
The premium can’t exceed the price they pay. 


TO A BEAUTIFUL QUAKER. 

Sweet girl ! though only once we met , 
That meeting I shall ne’er forget; 

, And though we ne’er may meet again , 
Remembrance will thy form retain. 

I would notsay, “Ilove,” but still 
My senses struggle with my will : 

In vain , to drive thee from my breast, 
My thoughts are more and more represt ; 
In vain I check the rising sighs , 

Another to the last replies : 

Perhaps this is not love , but yet 
Our meeting I can ne’er forget. 

What though we never silence broke, 
Our eyes a sweeter language spoke; 

The tongue in flattering falsehood deals , 
And tells a tale it never feels : 
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Deceit the guilty lips impart; 

And hush the mandates of the heart ; 

But soul’s interpreters , the eyes , 

Spurn such restraint , and scorn disguise. 

As thus our glances oft conversed , 

And all our bosoms felt rehearsed , 

No spirit, from within , reproved us, 

Say rather, “ ’t was the spirit moved us.” 
Though what they utter’d I repress , 

Yet I conceive thou 'It partly guess; 

For as on thee my memory ponders , 

Perchance to me thine also wanders. 

This for myself, at least, I ’ll say , 

Thy form appears through night , through day : 
Awake , with it my faucy teems ; 

In sleep , it smiles in fleeting dreams ; 

The vision charms the hours away, 

And bids me curse Aurora’s ray, 

For breaking slumbers of delight , 

Which make me wish for endless night. 

Since , oh ! whate’er my future fate , 

Shall joy or woe my steps await, 

Tempted by love , by storms beset, 

Thine image I can ne’er forget. 

• Alas ! again no more we meet, 

No more our former looks repeat; 

Then let me breathe this parting prayer, 

The dictate of my bosom’s care : 

“May Heaven so guard my lovely quaker. 
That anguish never can o’ertake her; 

That peace and virtue ne’er forsake her, 

But bliss be aye her heart’s partaker! 

Oh ! may the happy mortal , fated 
To be , by dearest ties , related , 

For her each hour new joys discover, 

And lose the husband in the lover! 
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May that fair bosom never know 
What ’t is to feel the restless woe 
* Which stings the' soul , with vain regret. 
Of him who never can forget ! ” 


THE CORNELIAN. 

No specious splendour of this stone 
Endears it to my memory ever; 

With lustre only once it shone , 

And blushes modest as the giver. 

Some , who can sneer at friendship’s ties , 
Have, for my weakness, oft reproved me ; 

Yet still the simple gift I prize , — 

For I am sure the giver loved me. 

He offer’d it with downcast look , 

As fearful that I might refuse it; 

I told him when the gift I took, 

My only fear should be to lose it. 

This pledge attentively I view’d , 

And sparkling as I held it near, 

Methought one drop the stone bedew’d. 

And ever since I 've loved a tear. 

Still , to adorn his humble youth , 

Nor wealth nor birth their treasures yield ; 

But he who seeks the flowers of truth , 

Must quit the garden for the field. 

’T is not the plant uprear’d in sloth , 

Which beauty shows, and sheds perfume; 

The flowers which yield the most of both 

In Nature’s wild luxuriance bloom. 

'v 

Had Fortune aided Nature’s care , 

For once forgetting to be blind , 

His would have been an ample share, 

If well proportion’d to his mind. 
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But had the goddess clearly seen , 

Bis form had til’d her tickle breast ; 

Her countless hoards would his have been , 
And none remain’d to give the rest. 


AN OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE, 

DELIVERED PREVIOUS TO THE PERFORM A NCR OF “THE WHEEL *r 
FORTUNE” AT A PRIVATE THEATRE. 

Since the refinement of this polish’d age 
Has swept immoral raillery from the stage; 

Since taste has now expunged licentious wit, 

Which stamp’d disgrace on all an author writ; 

Since now to please with purer scenes we seek , 

Nor dare to call the blush from Beauty's cheek ; 

Oh ! let the modest Muse some pity claim , 

And meet indulgence, though she find not fame. 

Still , not for her alone we wish respect , 

Others appear more conscious of defect : 

To-night no veteran Roscii you behold, 

In all the arts of scenic action old ; 

No Cooke , no Kemble , can salute you here , 

No Siddons draw the sympathetic tear ; 

To-night you throng to witness the debut 
Of embryo actors, to the Drama new : 

Here , then , our almost unfledged wings we try ; 

Clip not our pinions ere the birds can fly: 

Failiog in this our first attempt to soar, 

Drooping, alas! we fall to rise no more. 

Not one poor trembler only fear betrays , 

Wlio hopes , yet almost dreads , to meet your praise ; 

But all pur dramatis persons wait 
In fond suspense this crisis of their fate. 

No venal views our progress can retard , 

Your generous plaudits arc our sole reward . 

For these , each Hero all his power displays , 

Each timid Heroine shrinks before your gaze. 


Digitized by Google 



HOURS OF IDLENESS. 


145 


Surely the last will some protection find ; 

None to the softer sex can prove unkind : 

While Youth and Beauty form the female shield , 
The sternest censor to the fair must yield. 

Yet, should our feeble efforts nought avail. 
Should, after all, our best endeavours fail, 

Still let some mercy in your bosoms live , 

And, if you can’t applaud, at least forgive. 


ON THE DEATH OF MR. FOX, 

THE FOLLOWING ILLIBERAL IMPROMPTU APPEARED IN A HORNING 

PAPER. 

“Our nation’s foes lament on Fox’s death , 

But bless the hour when Pitt resign’d his breath : 

These feelings wide , let sense and truth undue , 

We give the palm where Justice points its due.” 

TO WHICH THE AUTHOR OF THESE PIECES SENT THE FOLLOWING 

REPLY. 

Oh factious viper ! whose envenom'd tooth 
Would mangle still the dead , perverting truth ; 

What though our ‘ ‘ nation’s foes” lament the fate , 

With generous feeling, of the good and great, 

Shall dastard tongues essay to blast the name 
Of him whose meed exists in endless fame? 

When Pitt expired in plenitude of power, 

Though ill success obscured his dying hour, 

Pity her dewy wings before him spread , 

For noble spirits “war not with the dead : ” 

His friends, in tears, a last sad requiem gave, 

As all his errors slumber’d in the grave; 

He sunk , an Atlas bending ’neath the weight 
Of cares o’erwhelming our condicting state; 

When, lo! a Hercules in Fox appear’d , 

Who for a time the ruin’d fabric rear’d : 

He, too, is fall’n , who Britain’s loss supplied, 

With him our fast-reviving hopes have died; 

Lord Byron. III. 10 
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Not one great people only raise his urn, 

All Europe’s far-extended regions mourn. 

“ These feelings wide, let sense and truth unclue, 
To give the palm where Justice points its due ; ” 

Yet let not canker’d Calumny assail, 

Or round our statesman wind her gloomy veil. 

Fox ! o’er whose corse a mourning world must weep, 
Whose dear remains in honour’d marble sleep ; 

For whom , at last, e’en hostile nations groan, 
While friends and foes alike his talents own; 

Fox shall in Britain’s future annals shine, 

Nor e’en to Pitt the patriot’s palm resign ; 

Which Envy, wearing Candour’s sacred mask, 

For Pitt, and Pitt alone, has dared to ask. 


THE TEAR. 

“ 0 lachrymarum Ions , lenero sacros 
Ducenlium ortus ex animo; quater 
Felix I in imo qui scatentein 
Pectorete, piaNympha, sensit.*' 

Gray. 

Whk.n Friendship or Love our sympathies move, 

When Truth in a glance should appear. 

The lips may beguile with a dimple or smile , 

But the test of affection ’s a Tear. 

Too oft is a smile but the hypocrite’s wile , 

To mask detestation or fear; 

Give me the soft sigh , whilst the soul-telling eye 
Is dimm’d for a time with a Tear. 

Mild Charity’s glow , to us mortals below , 

Shows the soul from barbarity clear; 

Compassion will melt where this virtue is felt, 

And its dew is diffused in a Tear. 

The man doom d to sail with the blast of the gale. 
Through billows Atlantic to steer, 

As he bends o'er the w ave which may soon be his grave , 
The green sparkles bright with a Tear. 
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The soldier braves death for a fanciful wreath 
In Glory’s romantic career; 
fiut he raises the foe when in battle laid low, 

And bathes every wound with a Tear. 

If with high-bounding pride he return to his bride , 
Renouncing the gore-crimson ’d spear, 

All his tolls are repaid when , embracing the maid , 

From her eyelid he kisses the Tear. 

Sweet scene of my youth ! seat of Friendship and Truth , 
Where love chased each fast-fleeting year. 

Loth to leave thee , I mourn’d , for a last look I turn ’4 , 

But thy spire was scarce seen through a Tear. 

Though my vows I can pour to my Mary no more, 

My Mary to Love once so dear , 

In the shade of her bower I remember the hour 
She rewarded those vows with a Tear. 

By another possest , may she live ever blest ! 

Her name still my heart must revere : 

"With a sigh I resign what I once thought was mine, 

And forgive her deceit with a Tear. 

Ye friends of ray heart, ere from you I depart, 

This hope to my breast is most near: 

If again we shall meet in this rural retreat, 

May we meet , as we part , with a Tear. 

When my soul wings her flight to the regions of night , 

And my corse shall recline on its bier, 

As ye pass by the tomb where my ashes consume , 

Oh ! moisten their dust with a Tear. 

May no marble bestow the splendour of woe 
Which the children of vanity rear; 

No fiction of fame shall blazon my name, 

All I ask — all I wish — is a Tear. 

October 20tb, 1806 . 


10 * 
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REPLY TO SOME VERSES OF J. M. B. PIGOT, ESQ., ON THE 
CRUELTY OF HIS MISTRESS. 

Why, Pigot, complain of this damsel’s disdain , 

Why thus in despair do you fret? 

For months you may try, yet , believe me , a sigh 
Will never obtain a coquette. 

Would you teach her to love? for a time seem to rove ; 

At first she may frown in a pet; 

But leave her awhile , she shortly will smile , 

And then you may kiss your coquette. 

For such are the airs of these fanciful fairs , 

They think all our homage a debt: 

Yet a partial neglect soon takes an effect, 

And humbles the proudest coquette. 

Dissemble your pain , and lengthen your chain , 

And seem her hauteur to regret; 

If again you shall sigh , she no more will deny 
That yours is the rosy coquette. 

If still , from false pride , your pangs she deride , 

This whimsical virgin forget; 

Some other admire , who will melt with your fire , 

And laugh at ihe little coquette. 

For me , I adore some twenty or more , 

And love them most dearly; but yet, 

Though my heart they enthral , I’d abandon them all , 

Did they act like your blooming coquette. 

No longer repine, adopt this design, 

And break through her slight-woven net ; 

Away with despair , no longer forbear 
To fly from the captious coquette. 

Then quit her , my friend ! your bosom defend , 

Ere quite with her snares you’re beset: 

Lest your deep-wounded heart, when incensed by the smart. 
Should lead you to curse the coquette. 

October 27th , 1806. 
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TO THE SIGHING STREPHON. 

Your pardon, my friend, if my rhymes did offend, 

Your pardon, a thousand times o’er; 

From friendship I strove your pangs to remove , 

But I swear I will do so no more. 

Since your beautiful maid your flame has repaid , 

No more I your folly regret ; 

She’s now most divine , and I bow at the shrine 
Of this quickly reformed coquette. 

Yet still , I must own , I should never have known 
From your verses , what else she deserved ; 

Your pain seem’d so great, I pitied your fate 
As your fair was so devilish reserved. 

Since the balm-breathing kiss of this magical miss 
Can such wonderful transports produce ; 

Since the “ world you forget, \then your lips once have met,” 
My counsel will get but abuse. 

You say, when “I rove, I know nothing of love;” 

'T is true , I am given lo range : 

If I rightly remember, I ’ve loved a good number, 

Yet there ’s pleasure , at least, in a change. 

I will not advance, by the rules of romance, 

To humour a whimsical fair; 

Though a smile may delight, yet a frow'n won’t affright, 

Or drive me to dreadful despair. 

While my blood is thus warm I ne’er shall reform , 

To mix in the Platonists’ school; 

Of this I am sure , was my passion so pure , 

Thy mistress would think me a fool. 

And if I should shun every woman for one , 

Whose image must till my whole breast — 

Whom I must prefer, and sigh but for her — 

What an insult ’t would be to the rest ! 
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Now, Strephon, goodbye; I cannot deny 
Your passion appears most absurd ; 

Such love as you plead is pure love indeed , 
For it only consists in the word. 


TO ELIZA. 

Euza, what fools are the Mussulman sect, 

Who to woman deny the soul’s future existence; 

Could they see thee, Eliza , they’d own their defect. 

And this doctrine would meet with a general resistance. 

Had their prophet possess'd half an atom of sense, 

He ne’er would have women from paradise driven ; 

Instead of his houris, a flimsy pretence, 

With women alone he had peopled his heaven. 

Yet still, to increase your calamities more, 

Not content with depriving your bodies of spirit, 

He allots one poor husband to share amongst four! — 

With souls you’d dispense ; but this last , who could bear it? 

His religion to please neither party is made; 

On husbands ’l is hard , to the wives most uncivil; 

Still I can’t contradict, what so oft has been said, 

“Though women are augels, yet wedlock ’s the devil.” 


LACIIIN Y GAIR. 

Away , ye gay landscapes , ye gardens of roses ! 

In you let the minions of luxury rove ; 

Restore me the rocks , where the snow-flake reposes, 
Though still they are sacred to freedom and love: 

Yet, Caledonia, beloved are thy mountains, 

Round their white summits though elements war; 
Though cataracts foam ’stead of smooth-flowing fountains, 
I sigh for the valley of dark Loch na Garr. 

Ah ! there my young footsteps in infancy wander’d; 

My cap was the bonnet, my cloak was the plaid; 
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On chieftains long perish’d my memory ponder’d , 

As daily I strode through the pine-cover’d glade. 

I sought not my home till the day’s dying glory 
Gave place to the rays of the bright polar star ; 

For fancy was cheer’d by traditional story, 

Disclosed by the natives of dark Loch na Garr. 

“ Shades of the dead ! have I not heard your voices 
Rise on the night-rolling breath of the gale? " 

' Surely the soul of the hero rejoices , 

And rides on the wind, o’er his own Highland vale. 
Round Loch na Garr while the stormy mist gathers, 
Winter presides in his cold icy car : 

Clouds there encircle the forms of my fathers ; 

They dwell in the tempests of dark Loch na Garr. 

“HI slarr’d , though brave, did no visions foreboding 
Tell you that fate had forsaken your cause?” 

Ah ! were you destined to die at Culloden , 

Victory crown’d not your fall with applause : 

Still were you happy in death’s earthy slumber, 

You rest with your clan in the caves of Braemar; 
The pibroch resounds, to the piper’s loud number, 
Your deeds on the echoes of dark Loch na Garr. 

Years have roll’d on, Loch na Garr, since I left you, 
Years must elapse ere I tread you again : 

Nature of verdure and flow’rs has bereft you. 

Yet still are you dearer than Albion’s plain. 
England ! thy beauties are tame and domestic 
To one who has roved on the mountains afar: 

Oh for the crags that are wild and majestic ! 

The steep frowning glories of dark Loch na Garr! 


TO ROMANCE. 

Parent of golden dreams, Romance! 
Auspicious queen of childish joys , 
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Who lead’s! along, in airy dance. 

Thy votive train of girls and boys; 

At length, in spells no longer bound, 

I break the fetters of my youth ; 

No more I tread thy mystic round , 

But leave thy realms for those of Truth. 

•i 

And yet ’t is hard to quit the dreams 
Which haunt the uususpicious soul. 

Where every nymph a goddess seems , 

Whose eyes through rays immortal roll ; 

While Fancy holds her boundless reign , 

And all assume a varied hue; 

When virgins seem no longer vain, 

And even woman’s smiles are true. 

And must we own thee but a name , 

And from thy hall of clouds descend! 

Nor find a sylph in every dame, 

A Pylades in every friend? 

But leave at once thy realms of air 
To mingling bands of fairy elves; 

Confess that woman’s false as fair. 

And friends have feeling for — themselves? 

With shame Town I ’ve felt thy sway 
Repentant, now thy reign is o’er: 

No more thy precepts I obey, 

No more on fancied piuions soar. 

Fond fool ! to love a sparkling eye , 

And think that eye to truth was dear; 

To trust a passing wanton’s sigh, 

And melt beneath a wanton’s tear! 

Romance ! disgusted with deceit, 

Far from thy motley court I fly, 

Where Affectation holds her seat, 

And sickly Sensibility; 

Whose silly tears can never flow 
For any pangs excepting thine; 
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Who turns aside from real woe. 

To steep in dew thy gaudy shrine. 

Now join with sable%ympathy, 

With cypress crown’d , array’d in weeds , 

Who heaves with thee her simple sigh, 
Whose breast for every bosom bleeds; 

And call thy sylvan female choir. 

To mourn a swain for ever gone , 

Who once could glow with equal fire. 

But bends not now before thy throue. 

Ye genial nymphs, whose ready tears 
On all occasions swiftly (low; 

Whose bosoms heave with fancied fears, 
With fancied flames and phrensy glow ; 

Say, will you mourn my absent name , 
Apostate from your gentle train? 

An infant bard at least may claim 
From you a sympathetic strain. 

Adieu, fond race! a long adieu! 

The hour of fate is hovering nigh ; 

E’en now the gulf appears in view, 

Where unlamented you must lie : 

Oblivion’s blackening lake is seen , 

Convulsed by gales you cannot weather; 

Where you , and eke your gentle queen , 
Alas ! must perish altogether. 


ANSWER TO SOME ELEGANT VERSES SENT BY A FRIEND TO 
THE AUTHOR, COMPLAINING THAT ONE OF HIS DESCRIP- 
TIONS WAS RATHER TOO WARMLY DRAWN. 

“ But if any old lady , knight, priest, or physician, 

Should condemn me Tor printing a second edition; 

If good Madam Squintum my work should abuse , 

May I venture to give her a smack of my muse ? ” 

Pieto Hath Guide. 

Cvdnoi'r compels me, Bkchf.r! to commend 
The verse which blends the censor with the friend. 
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Your strong yet just reproof extorts applause 
From me, the heedless and imprudent cause. 

For this wild error which pdjfades my strain , 

I sue for pardon, — must I sue in vain? 

The wise sometimes from Wisdom’s ways depart : 
Can youth then hush the dictates of the heart? 
Precepts of prudence curb , but can't control , 

The fierce emotions of the flowing soul. 

When Love’s delirium haunts the glowing mind. 
Limping Decorum lingers far behind : 

Vainly the dotard mends her prudish pace, 
Outstript and vanquish’d in the mental chase. 

The young, the old , have worn the chains of love: 
Let those they ne’er confined my lay repro\e: 

Let those whose souls contemn the pleasing power 
Their censures on the hapless victim shower. 

Oh ! how I hate the nerveless, frigid song, 

The ceaseless echo of the rhyming throng. 

Whose labour'd lines in chilling numbers flow, 

To paint a pang the author ne’er can know ! 

The artless Helicon I boast is youth ; — 

My lyre , the heart ; my muse, the simple truth. 
Far be 't from me the “virgin’s mind ” to “ taiut : " 
Seduction’s dread is here no slight restraint. 

The maid whose virgin breast is void of guile , 
Whose wishes dimple in a modest smile, 

Whose downcast eye disdains the wanton leer, 
Firm in her virtue’s strength , yet not severe — < 
She whom a conscious grace shall thus refine 
Will ne’er be “tainted ” by a strain of mine. 

But for the nymph whose premature desires 
Torment her bosom w ith unholy fires , 

No net to snare her willing heart is spread ; 

She would have fallen , though she ne’er had read. 
For me, 1 fain would please the chosen few, 
Whose souls, to feeling and to nature true , 

Will spare the childish verse, and not destroy 
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The light effusions of a heedless boy. 

1 seek not glory from the senseless crowd ; 

Of fancied laurels I shall ne’er be proud : 

Their warmest plaudits I would scarcely prize, 

Their sneers or censures I alike despise. 

November 26. 1806. 

/ 

ELEGY ON NEWSTEAD ABBEY. 

“ It is the voice of years that arc gone! they roll before me with 
all their deeds." . ' 

Oniun. 

Nf.wstrad! fast-falling, once-resplendent dome! 

Religion’s shrine! repentant Henry's pride! 

Of warriors, monks, and dames the cloister’d tomb, 

Whose pensive shades around thy ruins glide , 

Hail to thy pile ! more honour’d in thy fall 

Than modern mansions in their pillar’d state; „ 

Proudly majestic frowns thy vaulted hall , 

Scowling defiance onllie blasts of fate. 

No maid-clad serfs, obedient to their lord, 

In grim array the crimson cross demand; 

Or gay assemble round the festive board 
Their chief’s retainers , an immortal band : 

Else might inspiring Fancy’s magic eye 

Retrace their progress through the lapse of time, 

Marking each ardent youth , ordain’d to die , 

A votive pilgrim in Judea’s clime. 

But not from thee, dark pile! departs the chief; 

His feudal realm in other regions lay : 

In thee the wounded conscience courts relief. 

Retiring from the garish blaze of day. 

Yes ! in thy gloomy cells and shades profound 
The monk abjured a world he ne’er conld view; 

Or blood-stain’d guilt repenting solace found , 

Or innocence from stern oppression Dew. 
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A monarch bade thee from that wild arise, 

Where Sherwood’s outlaws once were wont to prowl ; 

And Superstition’s crimes, of various dyes, 

Sought shelter in the priest’s protecting cowl. 

Where now the grass exhales a murky dew, 

The humid pall of life-extinguish’d clay, 

In sainted fame the sacred fathers grew. 

Nor raised their pious voices but to pray. 

Where now the bats their wavering wings extend 
Soon as the gloaming spreads her waning shade. 

The choir did oft their mingling vespers blend. 

Or matin orisons to Mary paid. 

Years roll on years ; to ages, ages yield ; 

Abbots to abbots, in a line, succeed: 

Religion’s charter their protecting shield 
Till royal sacrilege their doom decreed. 

One holy Henry rear’d the gothic walls , 

And bade the pious inmates rest in peace; 

Another Henry the kind gift recalls, 

And bids devotion’s hallow’d echoes cease. 

Vain is each threat or supplicating prayer; 

He drives them exiles from their blest abode , 

To roam a dreary world in deep despair — 

No friend, no home, no refuge, but their God. 

Hark how the hall, resounding to the strain, 

Shakes with the martial music’s novel din ! 

The heralds of a warrior’s haughty reign. 

High crested banners wave thy walls within. 

Of changing sentinels the distant hum , 

The mirth of feasts, the clang of burnish’d arms , 

The braying trumpet and the hoarser drum , 

Unite in concert with increased alarms. 

An abbey once, a regal fortress now, 

Encircled by insulting rebel powers , 
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War’s dread machines o’erhang Ihy threatening brow, 
And dart destruction in sulphureous showers. 

Ah vain defence ! the hostile traitor’s siege , 

Though oft repulsed , by guile o’ercomes the brave; 

His thronging foes oppress the faithful liege. 
Rebellion’s reeking standards o’er him wave. 

Not unavenged the raging baron yields; 

The blood of traitors smears the purple plain ; 

Unconquer'd still , his falchion there he wields, 

And days of glory yet for him remain. 

Still in that hour the warrior wished to strew 
Self-gather’d laurels on a self-sought grave; 

But Charles’ protecting genius hither flew, 

The monarch’s friend, the monarch’s hope, to save. 

Trembling, she snatched him from th’ unequal strife, 
In other fields the torrent to repel ; 

For nobler combats , here, reserved his life, 

To lead the band where godlike Falkland fell. 

From thee , poor pile ! to lawless plunder given , 
While dying groans their painful requiem sound, 

Far different incense now ascends to heaven , 

Such victims wallow on the gory ground. 

There many a pale and ruthless robber’s corse. 
Noisome and ghast, defiles thy sacred sod ; 

O’er mingling man , and horse commix’d with horse 
Corruption’s heap, the savage spoilers trod. 

Graves, long with rank and sighing weeds o’erspread , 
Ransack’d , resign perforce their mortal mould : 

From ruffian fangs escape not e’en the dead, 

Raked from repose in search for buried gold. 

Hush’d is the harp, unstrung the warlike lyre, 

The minstrel’s palsied hand reclines in death ; 

No more he strikes the quivering chords with fire , 

Or sings the glories of the martial wreath. 
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Al length the sated murderers , gorged with prey, 

Retire ; the clamour of the fight is o'er ; 

Silence again resumes her awful sway, 

And sable Horror guards the massy door. 

Here Desolation holds her dreary court : 

What satellites declare her dismal reign ! 

Shrieking their dirge , ill-omened birds resort , 

To flit their vigils in the hoary fane. 

Soon a new morn’s restoring beams dispel 
The clouds of anarchy from Britain’s skies; 

The fierce usurper seeks his native hell , 

And Nature triumphs as the tyrant dies. 

With storms she welcomes his expiring groans; 
Whirlwinds, responsive, greet his labouring breath; 

Earth shudders as her caves receive his bones , 

Loathing the offering of so dork a death. 

The legal ruler now resumes the helm , 

He guides through gentle seas the prow of state; 

Hope cheers, with wonted smiles, the peaceful realm, 
And heals the bleeding wounds of wearied hate. 

The gloomy tenants , Newstead ! of thy cells , 

Howling , resign their violated nest ; 

Again the master on his tenure dwells. 

Enjoy’d, from absence, with enraptured zest. 

Vassals , within thy hospitable pale, 

Loudly carousing, bless their lord’s return ; 

Culture again adorns the gladdening vale, 

And matrons, once lamenting, cease to mourn. 

A thousand songs on tuneful echo float, 

Unwonted foliage mantles o’er the trees; 

And hark ! the horns proclaim a mellow note. 

The hunters' cry hangs lengthening on the breeze. 

Beneath their coursers’ hoofs the valleys shake : 

What fears , what anxious hopes , attend the chase ! 
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The dying stag seeks refuge in the Lake; 

Exulting shouts announce the liuished race. 

Ah happy days ! too happy to endure ! 

Such simple sports our plain forefathers knew: 

No splendid vices glitter’d to allure; 

Their joys were many , as their cares were few 

From these descending, sons to sires succeed; 

Time steals along, and Death uprears his dart; 
Another chief impels the foaming steed , 

Another crowd pursue the panting hart. 

Newslead ! what saddening change of scene is thine! 

Thy yawning arch betokens slow decay; 

The last and youngest of a noble line 

Now holds thy mouldering turrets in his sway. 

Desersted now , he scans thy gray worn towers ; 

Thy vaults, where dead of feudal ages sleep ; 

Thy cloisters , pervious to the wintry showers ; 

These , these he views , and views them but to weep. 

Yet are his tears no emblem of regret : 

Cherish’d affection only bids them flow. 

Pride, hope, and love, forbid him to forget, 

But warm his bosom with impassion’d glow. 

Yet he prefers thee to the gilded domes 
Or gewgaw grottos of the vainly great; 

Yet lingers ’mid thy damp and mossy tombs, 

Nor breathes a murmur ’gainst the will of fate. 

Haply thy sun , emerging, yet may shine f 
Thee to irradiate with meridian ray; 

Hours splendid as the past may still be thine. 

And bless thy future as thy former day. 
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CHILDISH RECOLLECTIONS. 

“ I cannot but remember such things were , 
And were most dear to me.” 

When slow Disease , with all her host of pains, 
Chills the warm tide which (lows along the veins; 
When Health, affrighted, spreads her rosy wing, 
And flies with every changing gale of spring; 

Not to the aching frame alone confined. 

Unyielding pangs assail the drooping mind : 

' What grisly forms, the spectre-train of woe, 

Bid shuddering Nature shrink beneath the blow. 
With Resignation wage relentless strife, 

While Hope retires appall'd , and clings to life. 

Yet less the pang when , through the tedious hour, 
Remembrance sheds around her genial power, 

Calls back the vanish’d days to rapture given , 

When love was bliss, and Beauty form’d our heaven 
Or , dear to youth , portrays each childish scene , 
Those fairy bowers , where all in turn have been. 

As when through clouds that pour the summer storm 
The orb of day unveils his distant form , 

Gilds with faint beams the crystal dews of rain , 

And dimly twinkles o’er the watery plain ; 

Thus , while the future dark and cheerless gleams , 
The sun of memory, glowing through my dreams, 
Though sunk the radiance of his former blaze , 

To scenes far distant points his paler rays ; 

Still rules mywenses with unbounded sway, 

The past confounding with the present day. 

Oft does my heart indulge the rising thought, 
Which still recurs , unlook’d for and unsought; 

My soul to Fancy’s foud suggestion yields , 

And roams romantic o’er her airy fields : 

Scenes of my youth , developed, crowd to view, 

To which I long have bade a last adieu ! 

Seals of delight , inspiring youthful themes ; 
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Friends lost to me for aye , except in dreams ; 

Some who in marble prematurely sleep , 

Whose forms I now remember but to. weep; 

Some who yet urge the some scholastic course 
Of early science , future fame the source ; 

Who, still contending in the studious race, 

Jo quick rotation lilt (he senior place. 

These with a thousand visiuns now unite. 

To dazzle, though they please, my aching sight. 

In \ ! blest spot, where Science holds her reign, 
How joyous once I join’d thy youthful traiu ! 

Bright in idea gleams thy lofty spire. 

Again I mingle with thy playful quire; 

Our tricks of mischief, every childish game. 
Unchanged by time or distance, seem the same; 
Through winding paths along the glade, I trace 
The social smile of every welcome face; 

My wonted haunts , my scenes of joy and woe, 

Koch early boyish friend , or youthful foe. 

Our feuds dissolved, but not my friendship past: — 
I bless the former, and forgive the last. 

Hours of my youth ! w hen , nurtured in my breast, 
To love a stranger, friendship made me blest; — 
Friendship , the dear peculiar bond of youth , 

When every artless bosom throbs with truth; 
Untaught by worldly wisdom how to feign. 

And check each impulse with prudential rein; 

When all we feel , our honest souls disclose 

In love to friends , in open hate to foes ; 

No varnish'd talcs the lips of youth repeat, 

No dear-bought knowledge purchased by deceit. 
Hypocrisy, the gift of lengthen'd years, 

Matured by age, the garb of prudence wears. 

When now the boy is ripen'd into man, 

His careful sire chalks forth some wary plan ; 
Instructs his son from candour’s path to shrink, 
Smoothly to speak , and cautiously to think ; 

Lord litjron. 111. ji 
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Still to assent, and never to deny — 

A patron’s praise can well reward the lie: 

And who , when Fortune's warning voice is heard , 
Would lose his opening prospects for a word? 
Although against that word his heart rebel , 

And truth indignant all his bosom swell. 

Away with themes like this ! not mine the task 
From flattering fiends to tear the hateful mask; 

Let keener bards delight in satire’s sting; 

My fancy soars not on Detraction’s wing: 

Ouce, and but once, she aim’d a deadly blow, 

To hurl defiance on a secret foe; 

But when that foe, from feeling or from shame, 

The cause unknown , yet still to me the same , 
Warn’d by some friendly hint , perchange , retired , 
With this submission all her rage expired. 

From dreaded pangs that feeble foe to save, 

She hush’d her young resentment, and forgave; 

Or, if my muse a pedant’s portrait drew, 

Pomposus’ virtues are but known to few: 

I never fear’d the young usurper’s nod , 

And he who w ields must sometimes feel the rod. 

If since on Granta’s failings , known to all 
Who share the converse of a college hall, 

She sometimes trifled in a lighter strain , 

’T is past, and thus she will not sin again , 

Soon must her early song for ever cease , 

And all may rail when I shall rest in peace. 

Here first remember’d be the joyous band;, 

Who hail’d me chief, obedient to command; 

Wbo join’d with me in every boyish sport — 

Their first adviser, and their last resort ; 

Nor shrunk beneath the upstart pedant’s frown, 

Or all the sable glories of his gown ; 

Who , thus transplanted from his father’s school — 
Unfit to govern , ignorant of rule — 
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Succeeded him , whom all unite to praise , 

The dear preceptor of my early days; 

Probcs, the pride of science, and the boast, 

To Ida now , alas ! for ever lost. 

With him, for years, we search’d the classic page, 

And fear’d the master, though we loved the sage : 

Retired at last, his small yet peaceful seat 
From learning’s labour is the blest retreat. 

Pomposus fills his magisterial chair; 

Pomposus governs, — but, my muse, forbear: 

Contempt, in silence, be the pedant’s lot; 

His name and precept be alike forgot; 

No more his mention shall my verse degrade, — 

To him my tribute is already paid. * 

High , through those elms , with hoary branches crown’d. 
Fair Ida’s bower adorns the landscape round; 

There Science, from her favour’d seat, surveys 
The vale where rural Nature claims her praise ; 

To her awhile resigns her youthful train , 

Who move in joy, and dance along the plain ; 

In scatter’d groups each favour’d haunt pursue; 

Repeat old pastimes, and discover new ; 

Flush’d with his rays , beneath the noontide sun , 

In rival bands, between the wickets run. 

Drive o’er the sward the ball with active force, 

Or chase with nimble feet its rapid course. 

But these with slower steps direct their way, 

Where Brent’s cool waves in limpid currents stray; 

While yonder few search out some green retreat, 

And arbours shade them from the summer heat : 

Others , again , a pert and lively crew , 

Some rough and thoughtless stranger placed in Tiew; 

With frolic quaint their antic jests expose , 

And tease the grumbling rustic as he goes; 

Nor rest with this , but many a passing fray 
Tradition treasures for a future day: 

11 * 
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“ ’T was here the gather'd swains for vehgeance fought , 
And here we earn'd the conquest dearly bought; 

Here have we fled before superior might, 

And here renew’d the wild tumultuous fight.” 

While thus our souls with early passions swell, 

In lingering tones resounds the distant bell; 

Th’ allotted hour of daily sport is o’er, 

And Learning beckons from her temple’s door. 

No splendid tablets grace her simple hall , 

Hut ruder records fill the dusky wall ; 

There , deeply caned , behold ! each tyro’s name 
Secures its owner’s academic fame; 

Here mingling view the names of sire and son — 

The one long graved , the other just begun : 

These shall survive alike when son and sire 
Beneath one common stroke of fate expire: 

Perhaps their last memorial these alone, 

Denied in death a monumental stone, 

Whilst to the gale in mournful cadence wave 
The sighing weeds that hide their nameless grave. 

And here my name , and many an early friend’s. 
Along the wall in lengthen’d line extends. 

Though still our deeds amuse the youthful race, 

Who tread our steps , and fill our former place , 

Who young obey’d their lords in silent awe, 

Whose nod commanded , and whose voice was law; 
And now, in turn, possess the reins of power, 

To rule the little tyrants of an hour; — 

Though sometimes, with the tales of ancient day, 
They pass the dreary winter’s eve away — 

“And thus our former rulers stemm’d the tide, 

And thus they dealt the combat side by side; 

Just in this place the mouldering walls they scaled , 
Nor bolts nor bars against their strength avail’d ; 

Here Piiorus came , the rising fray to quell, 

And here he falter’d forth his last farewell; 

And here one night abroad they dared to roam , 
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While thus they speak , the hour must soon arrive , 

When names of these, like ours, alone survive: 

Yet a few years, one general wreck will whelm 
The faint remembrance of our fairy realm. 

Dear honest race ! though now we meet no more , 

One last long look on what we were before — 

Our first kind greetings, and our last adieu — 

Drew tears from eyes unused to weep with you. 

Through splendid circles, fashion’s gaudy world, 

Where folly’s glaring standard waves unfurl’d, 

I plunged to drown in noise my fond regret. 

And all I sought or hoped was to forget. 

Yain wish ! if chance some well-remember’d face , 
gome old companion of my early race, 

Ad\anced to claim his friend with honest joy, 

My eyes , my heart, proclaim’d me still a boy; 

The glittering scene , the fluttering groups around, 

Were quite forgotten when my friend was found ; 

The smiles of beauty — (for, alas! I’ve known 
What 't is to bend before Love’s mighty throne) — 

The smiles of beauty, though those smiles were dear. 

Could hardly charm me, when that friend was near: 

My thoughts bewilder’d in the fond surprise, 

The woods of I da danced before my eyes; 

I saw the sprightly wand’rers pour along, 

1 saw and join’d again the joyous throng; 

Panting , again 1 traced her lofty grove , 

And friendship’s feelings triumph’d over love. 

Yet, why should I alone with such delight. 

Retrace the circuit of my fbrtner flight? 

Is there no cause beyond the common claim 
Endear’d to all in childhood’s very name? 

Ah ! sure some stronger impulse vibrates here. 

Which whispers friendship will be doubly dear 
To one who thus for kindred hearts must roam. 
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And seek abroad the love denied at home. 

Those hearts, dearlo*, have I found in thee — 
A home , a world , a paradise to me. 

Stern Death forbade my orphap youth to share 
The tender guidance of a father’s care. 

Can rank, or e’en a guardian’s name , supply 
The love which glistens in a father’s eye? 

For this can wealth or title’s sound atone , 

Made, by a parent’s early loss, my own? 

What brother springs a brother’s love to seek? 
What sister’s gentle kiss has prest my cheek? 

For me how dull the vacant moments rise, 

To no fond bosom link’d by kindred ties ! 

Oft in the progress of some fleeting dream 
Fraternal smiles collected round me seem ; 

While still the visions to my heart are prest, 

The voice of love will murmur in my rest : 

1 hear — I wake — and in the sound rejoice ; 

I hear again, — but, ah! no brother’s voice. 

A hermit, ’midst of crowds , I fain must stray 
Alone , though thousand pilgrims fill the way ; 
While these a thousand kindred wreaths entwine , 
I cannot call one single blossom mine: 

What then remains? in solitude to groan, 

To mix in friendship , or to sigh alone. 

Thus must I cling to some endearing hand , 

And none more dear than Id a’s social band. 

Alonzo ! best and dearest of my friends , 

Thy name ennobles him who thus commends : 
From this fond tribute thou canst gain no praise; 
The praise is his who now that tribute pays. 

Oh ! in the promise of the early youth , 

If hope anticipate the words of truth , 

Some loftier bard shall sing thy glorious name, 

To build his own upon thy deathless fame. 

Friend of my heart, and foremost of the list 
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Of those with whom I lived supremely blest, 

Oft have we drain’d the font of ancient lore ; 
Though drinking deeply , thirsting still the more. 
Yet, when confinement’s lingering hour was done, 
Our sports , our studies , and our souls were one : 
Together we impell’d the flying ball; 

Together waited in our tutor’s hall; 

Together join’d in cricket’s manly toil , 

Or shared the produce of the river’s spoil ; 

Or, plunging from the green declining shore, 

Our pliant limbs the buoyant billows bore; 

In every element, unchanged, the same. 

All , all that brothers should be , but the name. 

Nor yet are you forgot , my jocund boy ! 

Davus , the harbinger of childish joy; 

For ever foremost in the ranks of fun , 

The laughing herald of the harmless pun ; 

Yet w ith a breast of such materials made — 
Anxious to please, of pleasing half afraid ; 

Candid and liberal , with a heart of steel 
In danger’s path , though not untaught to feel. 

Still I remember, in the factious strife, 

The rustic’s musket aim’d against my life : 

High poised in air the massy weapon hung , 

A cry of horror burst from every tongue ; 

Whilst I , in combat with another foe , 

Fought on , unconscious of th’ impending blow; 
Your arm , brave boy , arrested his career — 
Forward you sprung, insensible to fear; 

Disarm’d and baffled by your conquering hand , 
The grovelling savage roil’d upon the sand : 

An act like this , can simple thanks repay? 

Or all the labours of a grateful lay? 

Oh no ! whene’er my breast forgets the deed , 

That instant , Davus , it deserves to bleed. 
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Lycus ! on me thy claims arc justly great : 

Thy milder virtues could my muse relate 
To thee alone, unri vail'd, would belong 
The feeble efforts of my lengthen’d song. 

Well canst thou boast , to lead in senates fit. 

A Spartan firmness with Athenian wit: 

Though yet in embryo these perfections shine, 
Lycus ! thy father’s fame will soon be thine. 
Where learning nurtures the superior mind , - 
What may we hope from genius thus refined ! 

When time atlength matures thy growing years, 
How wilt thou tower above thy fellow peers ! 
Prudence and sense, a spirit bold and free. 

With honour’s soul . united beam in thee. 

Shall fair Euryalus pass by unsung? 

From ancient lineage, not unworthy sprung: 

What though one sad dissension bade us part, 
That name is yet embalm’d within my heart; 

Yet at the mention does that heart rebound , 

And palpitate, responsive. to the sound. 

Envy dissolved our ties , and not our will : 

We once were friends, — 1 ’ll think we arc so still. 
A form unmatch’d in nature’s partial mould , 

A heart untainted , we in thee behold : 

Yet not the senate’s thunder thou shall wield, 

Nor seek for glory in the tented field; 

To minds of ruder texture these be given — 

Thy soul shall nearer soar its native heaven. 

Haply, in polish’d courts might be thy seat, 

But that thy tongue could never forge deceit: 

The courtier’s supple bow and sneering smile , 

The flow of compliment , the slippery wile , 

Would make that breast with indignation burn, 
And all the glittering snares to tempt thee spurn. 
Domestic happiness will stamp thy fate; 

Sacred to love , uuclouded e’er by hate ; 
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The world admire thee , and thy friends adore ; — 

Ambition’s slave alone would toil for more. 

* 

Now last, but nearest , of the social band , 

Sec honest, open, generous Ci.eon stand; 

With scarce one speck to cloud the pleasing scene , 
No vice degrades that purest soul serene. 

On the same day our studious race begun , 

On the same day our studious race was run ; 

Thus side by side we pass’d our first career, 

Thus side by side we strove for many a year; 

At last concluded our scholastic life, 

We neither conquer’d in the classic strife’. 

As speakers each supports an equal name, 

And crowds allow to both a partial fame: 

To soothe a youthful rival's early pride, 

Though Cleon's candour would the palm divide , 
Yet candour’s self compels me now to own 
Justice awards it to my friend alone. 

Oh! friends regretted , scenes for ever dear, 
Remembrance hails you with her warmest tear! 
Drooping, she bends o’er pensive Fancy’s urn, 

To trace the hours which never can return ; 

Yet with the retrospection loves to dwell, 

And soothe the sorrows of her last farewell ! 

Yet greets the triumph of my boyish mind , 

As infant laurels round my head were twined, 
When Piiobus’ praise repaid my lyric song, 

Or placed me higher in the studious throng; 

Or when my first harangue received applause, 

His sage instruction the primeval cause, 

What gratitude to him my soul possest, 

While hope of dawning honours fill’d my breast! 
For all my humble fame, to him alone 
1 he praise is due , who made that fame my own. 

Oh ! could l soar above these feeble lays, 

These young effusions of my early days, 
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To him my muse her noblest strain would give : 

The song might perish , but the theme might live. 

Yet why for him the needless verse essay? 

His honour’d name requires no vain display: 

By every son of grateful In a blest, 

It finds an echo in each youthful breast ; 

A fame beyond the glories of the proud , 

Or all the plaudits of the venal crowd. 

Ida ! not yet exhausted is the theme , 

Nor closed the progress of my youthful dream. 

How many a friend deserves the grateful strain ! 

What scenes of childhood still unsung remain ! 

Yet let me hush this echo of the past, 

This parting song , the dearest and the last ; 

And brood in secret o’er those hours of joy, 

To me a silent and a sweet employ, 

While future hope and fear alike unknown , 

I think with pleasure on the past alone ; 

Yes , to the past alone my heart confine , 

And chase Ihe phantom of what once was mine. 

Ida ! still o’er thy hills in joy preside , 

And proudly steer through time’s eventful tide ; 

Still may thy blooming sons thy name revere, 

Smile in thy bower , but quit thee with a tear ; — 

That tear, perhaps , the fondest which will flow , 

O’er their last scene of happiness below. 

Tell me, ye hoary few, who glide along, 

The feeble veterans of some former throng, 

Whose friends , like autumn leaves by tempests whirl’d , 
Are swept for ever from this busy world ; 

Revolve the fleeting moments of your youth, 

While Care as yet withheld her venom’d tooth ; 

Say if remembrance days like these endears 
Beyond the rapture of succeeding years? 

Say , can ambition’s fever’d dream bestow 
So sweet a balm to soothe your hours of woe? 
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Can treasures , huarded for some thankless son , 
Can royal smiles , or wreaths by slaughter won, 
Can stars or ermine , man’s maturer toys , 

(For glittering baubles are not left to boys) 

Recall one scene so much beloved to view. 

As those where Youth her garlaud twined for you? 
Ah , no ! amidst the gloomy calm of age 
You turn with faltering hand life’s varied page ; 
Peruse the record of your days on earth , 

Unsullied only where it marks your birth ; 

Still lingering pause above each chequer’d leaf, 
Aud blot with tears the sable lines of grief ; 

Where Passion o’er the theme her mantle threw, 

Or weeping Virtue sigh’d a faint adieu; 

But bless the scroll which fairer words adorn , 
Traced by the rosy finger of the morn ; 

When Friendship bow'd before the shrine of truth , 
And Love , without his pinion , smiled on youth. 


ANSWER TO A BEAUTIFUL POEM, ENTITLED “THE 
COMMON LOT. ” 

Montgomery! true, the common lot 
Of mortals lies in Lethe’s wave ; 

Yet some shall never be forgot — 

Some shall exist beyond the grave. 

“Unknown the region of his birth,” 

The hero rolls the tide of war; 

Yet not unknown his martial worth , 

Which glares a meteor from afar. 

His joy or grief, his weal or woe, 

Perchance may 'scape the page of fame ; 

Yet nations now unborn will know 
The record of his deathless name. 

The patriot’s and the poet’s frame 
Must share the common tomb of all : 
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Their glory willnot sleep the same; 

That will arise, though empires fall. 

The lustre of a beauty’s eye 
Assumes the ghastly store of death; 

The fair, the brave, the good must die, 

And sink the yawning grave beneath. 

Once more the speaking eye revives , 

Still beaming through the lover’s strain ; 

For Petrarch’s Laura still survives : 

She died, but ue’er will die again. 

The rolling seasons pass away , 

And Time, untiring, waves his wing,; 

Whilst honour's laurels ne’er decay, 

But bloom in fresh , unfading spring. 

AH, all must sleep in grim repose, 

Collected in the silent tomb; 

The old and young, with friends and foes. 

Festering alike in shrouds , consume. 

The mouldering marble lasts its day, 

Yet falls at length an useless fane; 

To ruin’s ruthless fangs a prey , 

The wrecks of pillar’d pride remain. , 

What, though the sculpture be destroy’d , 

Front dark oblivion meant to guard ; 

A bright renown shall be enjoy’d 
By those whose virtues claim reward. 

Then do not say the common lot 
Of all lies deep in Lethe’s wove; 

Some few who ne'er will be forgot 
Shall burst the bondage of the grave. 

tsoa. 

TO A LADY WHO PRESENTED THE AUTHOR WITH THE 

VELVET BAND WHICH BOUND HER TRESSES. 

This Band, which bound thy yellow hair, 
is mine , sweet girl ! thy pledge of love; 
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ft claims my warmest , dearest care , 

Like relics left of saints above. 

Oh! I will wear it nest my heart; 

’T will bind my soul in bonds to tbeo 

From me again ’t will ne’er depart, 

But mingle in the grave with me. 

The dew I gather from thy lip 
Is not so dear to me as this; 

That I but for a moment sip , 

And banquet on a transient bliss : 

This will recall each youthful scene, 

E’en when our lives arc on the wane ; 

The leaves of Love will still be green 
When Memory bids them bud again. 

Oh! little lock of golden hue. 

In gently waving ringlet curl’d , 

By the dear head on which you grew , 

I would not lose you for a world. 

Not though a thousand more adorn 
The polish’d brow where once you shone, 

Like rays which gild a cloudless morn , 

Beneath Columbia’s fervid zone. 

1803. [First published 1832.] 


REMEMBRANCE. 

T is done ! — I saw it in my dreams: 

No more with Hope the future beams ; 

My days of happiness arc few ; 

Chill'd by misfortune's wintry blast, 

My dawn of life is overcast, 

Love, Hope, and Joy, alike adieu! — 

Would I could add Bemcmbrancc too! 

1803. [First published 1832.] 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO THE REV. J. T. BECHER, ON HIS 
ADVISING THE AUTHOR TO MIX MORE WITH SOCIETY. 

DKARBecher, you tell me to mix with mankind ; — 

I cannot deny such a precept is wise ; 

But retirement accords with the tone of my niind : 

I will not descend to a world I despise. 

Did the senate or camp my exertions require , 

Ambition might prompt me , at once , to go forth ; 

When infancy’s years of probation expire, 

Perchance I may strive to distinguish my birth. 

The fire in the cavern of Etna conceal’d , 

Still mantles unseen in its secret recess; — 

At length , in a volume terrific reveal’d , 

No torrent can quench it , no bounds can repress. 

Oh ! thus , the desire in my bosom for fame 
Bids me live but to hope for posterity’s praise. 

Could I soar with the phoenix on pinions of llame , 

With him I would wish to expire in the blaze. 

For the life of a Fox, of a Chatham the death , 

What censure, what danger, what woe would I brave! 
Their lives did not end when they yielded their breath; 

Their glory illumines the gloom of their grave. 

Yet why should I mingle in Fashion’s full herd? 

Why crouch to her leaders , or cringe to her rules? 

Why bend to the proud, or applaud the absurd? 

W’hy search for delight in the friendship of fools? 

I have tasted the sweets and the bitters of love; 

In friendship I early was taught to believe; 

My passion the matrons of prudence reprove; 

I have found that a friend may profess , yet deceive. 

To me what is wealth? it may pass in an hour, 

If tyrants prevail , or if Fortune should frown 
To me what is title? — the phantom of power; 

To me what is fashion? — I seek but renown. 
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Deceit is a stranger as yet to my soul ; 

I still am unpractised to varnish the truth : 

Then why should I live in a hateful control? » 

Why waste upon folly the days of my youth? 

1806. 


THE DEATH OF CALMAR AND ORLA. 

AN IMITATION OF MACPHKRSON’S OSS1AN. 

Dear are the days of youth ! Age dwells on their remembrance 
through the mist of time. In the twilight he recalls the sunny hours 
of mom. He lifts his spear with trembling hand. “ Not thus feebly 
did I raise the steel before my fathers ! ” Past is the race of heroes ! 
Hut their fame rises on the harp; their souls ride on the wings of 
the wind; they hear the sound through the sighs of the storm, and 
rejoice in their hall of clouds ! Such is Calmar. The gray stone 
marks his narrow house. He looks down from eddying tempests: 
he rolls his form in the whirlwind, and hovers on the blast of the 
mountain. 

In Morven dwelt the chief ; a beam of war to Fingal. His steps 
in the field were marked (n blood. Lochlin’s sons had fled before 
his angry spear; but mild was the eye of Calmar; soft was the flow 
of his yellow locks : they streamed like the meteor of the night. No 
maid was the sigh of his soul : his thoughts were given to friend- 
ship, — to dark-haired Orla, destroyer of heroes! Equal were 
their swords in battle ; but fleece was the pride of Orla : — gentle 
alone to Calmar. Together they dwelt in the cave of Oithona. 

From Lochlin , Swaran bounded o’er the blue waves. Erin’s 
sons fell beneath his might. Fingal roused his chiefs to combat. 
Their ships cover the ocean. Their hosts throng on the green hills. 
They come to the aid of Erin. 

Night rose in clouds. Darkness veils the armies: but the 
blazing oaks gleam through the valley. The sons of Lochlin slept : 
their dreams were of blood. They lift the spear in thought, and 
Fingal flies. Not so the host of Morven. To watch was the post 
of Orla. Calmar stood by his side. Their spears were in their 
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hands. Fingal called his chiefs: they stood aromrd. The king 
was in the midst. Gray were his locks, but strong was the arnt of 
the king. Age withered not his powers. “Sons of Morven,” said 
the hero, “to-morrow we meet the foe. But where is Cuthullin, 
the shield of Erin? He rests in the halls of Tura ; he knows not of 
our coming. Who will speed through Lochlin to the hero , and call 
the chief to arms? The path is by the swords of foes; but many 
are my heroes. They arc thunderbolts of war. Speak , ye chiefs ! 
Who will arise?” 

“Son ol'Trenmor ! mine be the deed ,” said dark -haired Orla, 
“and mine alone. What is death to me? I love the sleep of the 
mighty, but little is the danger. The sons of l.ochlin dream. I 
will seek car-borne Cuthullin. If I fall, raise the song of bards: 
and lay me by the stream of Lubar.” — “And shalt thou fall 
alone?" said fair-haired Calmar. “Wilt thou leave thy friend 
alar? Chief of Oithona ! not feeble is my arm in fight. Could I see 
thee die, and not lift the spear? No, Orla! ours has been the 
chase of the roebuck, and the feast of shells; ours be the path of 
danger: ours has been the cave of Oithona; onrs be the narrow- 
dwelling on the banks of Lubar.” “Calmar,” said the chief of 
Oithona , “ why should thy yellow locks he darkened in the dust of 
Erin? Let me fall alone. My father dwells in his hall of air: he 
will rejoice in his boy ; but the blue-eyed Mora spreads the feast 
for her son in Sforvcn. She listens to the steps of the hunter on the 
heath, and thinks it is the tread of Calmar. Let him not say, 
‘Calmar has fallen by the steel of Lochlin: he died with gloomy 
Orla , the chief of the dark brow.’ Why should tears dim the azure 
eye of Mora? Why should her voice curse Orla, the destroyer of 
Calmar? Live, Calmar! Live to raise my stone of moss; live to 
revenge me in the blood of Lochlin. Join the song of bards above 
my grave. Sweet will be the song of death to Oila , from the voice 
of Calmar. My ghost shall smile on the. notes of praise.” “ Orla,” 
said the son of Mora, “could 1 raise the song of death to my 
friend? Could I give his fame to the winds? No, my heart would 
speak in sighs : faint and broken arc the sounds of sorrow. Orla! 
our souls shall hear the song together. One cloud shall be ours ou 
high : the hards will mingle the names of Orla and Calmar.” 
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They quit the circle of the chiefs. Their steps arc to tire host 
of Locltlin. The dying blaze of oak dim twinkles through the 
night. The northern star points the path to Tura. Swaran, the 
king, rests on his lonely hill. Here the troops arc mixed: they 
frown in sleep; their shields beneath their heads. Their swords 
gleam at distance in heaps. The lires are faint ; their embers fail 
in smoke. All his hushed; but the gale sighs on the rocks above. 
Lightly wheel the heroes through the slumbering band. Half the 
journey is past, when Muthon, resting on his shield, meets (he 
eye of Orb. It rolls in (lame, and glistens through the shade. 
His spear is raised on high. “ Why dost thou bend thy brow-, 
chief ol Oil bona?” said fair-haired Calmar: “ we are in the midst 
of foes. Is this a time for delay?” "It is a lime for tengeanee,” 
said Orla of the gloomy brow. "Maihon of Loehlm sleeps: serst 
thou his spear? Its point is dim with the gore of my father. The 
blood of Malhou shall reek on mine; but shall I slay him sleeping, 
son of Mora? No! he shall feel his wound: my Dime shall not 
soar on the blood of slumber. Rise, Mathon, rise! The son of 
Comra calls; thy life is his; rise to combat," Maihon starts 
from sleep; but did be rise alone? No : the gathering chiefs bound 
on the plain. “Fly! Calmar, lly!” said duck-haired Orla. 
"Mathon is mine. 1 shall die in joy : but Lochiin crowds around. 
Fly through the shade of night.” Orla turns. The helm of 
Mathon is cleft; his shield falls from iris arm: he shudders in his 
blood. He rolls by the side of the blazing oak. Simmon sees 
him fall : his wrath rises : his w eapon glitters on the head of Orla : 
but a spear pierced his eye. His brain gushes through the w ound, 
aud foams on the spear ol Calmar. As roll the waves of thef Ocean 
on two mighty barks of the north, so pour the men of Loehlm on 
the chiefs. As, breaking the surge in foam, proudly steer the 
barks of the north, so rise the chiefs of Moncn on the scattered 
crests of Lochiin. The din of arms cumc to the car orFingal. He 
strikes his shield ; his sons throng around; the people |»©ur along 
the heath. Kyno bounds in joy. Ossian stalks in his arms. 
Oscar shakes the spear. The eagle wing of Fillan floats on the 
wind. Dreadful is the clang of death! many are the widows of 
Lochiin ! Morven pretails in its strength. 

Lord Myron. 111. 12 
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Morn glimmers on the hills: do living foe is seen; but the 
sleepers are many; grim they lie on Erin. The breeze of ocean 
lifts their locks ; yet they do not awake. The hawks scream above 
their prey. 

Whose yellow locks wave o’er the breast of a chief? Bright as 
the gold of the stranger, they mingle with the dark hair of his 
friend. ’TisCalmar: he lies on the bosom of Orla. Theirs is 
one stream of blood. Fierce is the look of the gloomy Orla. He 
breathes not ; but his eye is still a flame. It glares in death un- 
closed. His hand is grasped in Calm^r’s ; but Calmar lives ! he 
lives, thoughlow. “Rise,” said the king, “rise, sonofMora: 
’t is mine to heal the wouuds of heroes. Calmar may yet bound on 
the hills of Morven." ' 

“Never more shall Calmar chase the deer of Morven with Orla," 
said the hero. “What were the chase to me alone? Who would 
share the spoils of battle with Calmar? Orla is at rest! Rough was 
thy soul, Orla! yet soft to me as the dew of morn. It glared on 
others in lightning : to me a silver beam of night. Bear my sword 
to blue-eyed Mora; let it hang in my empty hall. It is not pure 
from blood : but it could not save Orla. Lay me with my friend. 
Raise the song when I am dark ! ” 

They are laid by the stream of Lubar. Four gray stones mark 
the dwelling of Orla and Calmar. When Swaran w r as bound , our 
sails rose on the blue waves. The winds gave our barks to Mor- 
ven : — the bards raised the song. 

“What form rises on the roar of clouds? Whose dark ghost 
gleams ou the red streams of tempests? His voice rolls on the 
thunder. ’T is Orla, the brown chief of Oithona. He was un- 
matched in war. Peace to thy soul, Orla! thy fame will not 
perish. Nor thine, Calmar! Lovely wast thou , son of blue-eyed 
Mora; but not harmless was thy sword. It hangs in thy cave. 
The ghosts of Lochlin shriek around its steel. Hear thy praise, 
Calmar ! It dwells on the voice of the mighty. Thy name shakes 
on the echoes of Morven. Then raise thy fair locks , son of Mora. 
Spread them on the arch of the rainbow; and smile through the 
tears of Ibe storm." 
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I/AMITIS EST L’AMOUR SANS AILES. 

[WRITTEN DECEMBER, 1806.] 

Why should my anxious breast repine. 
Because my youth is fled? 

Days of delight may still be mine; 

Affection is not dead. 

In tracing back the years of youth , 

One firm record , one lasting truth 
Celestial consolation brings ; 

Bear it, ye breezes, to the seat. 

Where first my heart responsive beat, — 
“Friendship is Love without his wings!” 

" Through few, but deeply chequer’d years, 
What moments have been mine ! 

Now half obscured by clouds of tears, 

Now bright in rays divine; 

Howe'er my future doom be cast. 

My soul, enraptured with the past, 

To one idea fondly clings; 

Friendship ! that thought is all thine own , 
Worth worlds of bliss , that thought alone — 
“Friendship is Love without his wings ! ” 

Where yonder yew-trees lightly wave 
Their branches on the gale, 

Unheeded heaves a simple grave , 

Which tells the common tale ; 

Round this unconscious schoolboys stray," 
Till the dull knell of childish play 
From yonder studious mansion rings; 

But here whene’er my footsteps move , 

My silent tears too plainly prove 

“Friendship is Love without his wings!” 

Oh Love! before thy glowing shrine 
My early vows were paid ; 

My hopes , my dreams , my heart was thine , 
But these are now decay’d; 

12 * 
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For thine are pinions like the wind , 

No trace of thee remains behind , 

Except, alas ! thy jealous stings. 

Away, away! delusive power. 

Thou shall not haunt my coining hour; - 
Unless, indeed, without thy wings. 

Seat of my youth ! thy distant spire 
Recalls each scene of joy ; 

My bosom glows with former fire , — 

In mind again a boy. 

Thy grove of elms , thy verdant hill , 

Thy every path delights me still, 

Each flower a double fragrance flings ; 

Again, as once , in converse gay, 

Each dear associate seems to say 

“Friendship is Love without his wings!’ 

My Lycus! wherefore dost thou weep? 

Thy falling tears restrain; 

Affection for a time may sleep, 

But, oh, ’t will wake again. 

Think , think , my friend , when next we meet, 
Our long-wish’d interview, how sweet! 

From this my hope of rapture springs; 

While youthful hearts thus fondly swell , 
Absence, my friend, can only tell, 
“Friendship is Love without his wings!” 

In one, and one alone deceived, 

Did I my error mourn? 

No — from oppressive bonds relieved, 

I left the wretch to scorn. 

I turn’d to those my childhood knew, 

With feelings warm , with bosoms true, 

1 wined with my heart’s according strings; 
And till those vital chords shall break , 

For none but these my breast shall wake 
Friendship , the power deprived of wings ! 
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Ye few! my soul, my life is yours, 

My memory and my hope ; 

Your worth a lasting love ensures , 
Unfetter’d in its scope; 

From smooth deceit and terror sprung. 

With aspect fair and honey’d tongue. 

Let Adulation wait on kings; 

With joy elate, by snares beset, 

We, we, my friends, can ne’er forget 
“Friendship is Love without his wings!'* 

Fictions and dreams inspire the bard 
Who rolls the epic song; 

Friendship and Truth be my reward — 

To me no bays belong;) 

If Iaurell’d Fame but dwells with lies , 

Me the enchantress ever flies, 

Whose heart and not whose fancy sings; 

Simple and young, I dare not feign ; 

Mine be the rude yet heartfelt straiu, 

“Friendship is Love without bis wings!" 


THE PRAYER OF NATURE. 

[WRITTR.N DKCKMIIKR 29. tSOG.] 

Fvthfr of Light! great God of Heaven ! 

Hcar’st thou the accents of'dcspair? 
Can guilt like man’s be e’er forgiven? 

Can vice atone for crimes by prayer? 

Father of Light, on thee I call! 

Thou scc’sl my soul is dark within; 
Thou who const mark the sparrow’s fall , 
Avert from me the death of sin. 

No shrine I seek, to sects unknown ; 

Oh point to me the path of truth! 

Thy dread omnipotence I own ; 

Spare, yet amend , the faults of youth. 
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Let bigots rear a gloomy faue , 

Let superstition hail the pile , 

Let priests , to spread their sable reign , 

With talcs of mystic rights beguile. 

Shall man confine hisJWaker’s sway 
To Gothic domes of mouldering stone? 

Thy temple is the face of day ; 

Earth , ocean , heaven thy boundless throne. 

Shall mau condemn his race to hell , 

Unless they bend in pompous form? 

Tell us that all , for one who fell , 

Must perish in the mingling storm? 

Shall each pretend to reach the skies , 

Yet doom his brother to expire, 

Whose soul a different hope supplies , 

Or doctrines less severe inspire? 

Shall these, by creeds they can’t expound. 
Prepare a fancied bliss or woe? 

Shall reptiles , groveling on the ground , 

Their great Creator’s purpose know? 

Shall those , who live for self alone , 

Whose years float on in daily crime — 

Shall they by Faith for guilt atone , 

And live beyond the bounds of Time? 

Father ! no prophet’s laws I seek, — 

Thy laws in Nature’s works appear ; — 

I own myself corrupt and weak , 

Yet will I pray , for thou wilt hear ! 

Thou, who canst guide the wandering star 
Through trackless realms of aether’s space; 

Who calm’st the elemental war, 

Whose hand from pole to pole I trace: — 

Thou , who in wisdom placed me here , 

Who , when thou wilt, can take me hence. 
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Ah ! whilst I tread this earthly sphere , 
Extend to me thy wide defence. 

To Thee , my God , to thee I call ! 

Whatever weal or woe betide, 

By thy command I rise or fall, 

In thy protection I confide. 

If, when this dust to dust ’s restored, 

My soul shall float on airy wing, 

How shall thy glorious name adored 
Inspire her feeble voice to sing ! 

But , if this fleeting spirit share 
With clay the grave’s eternal bed, 

While life yet throbs I raise my prayer , 
Though doom’d no more to quit the dead. 

To Thee I breathe my humble strain , 
Grateful for all thy mercies past, 

And hope , my God , 'to thee again 
This erring life may fly at last. 


TO EDWARI) NOEL LONG, ESQ. 

“Nil ego contulerim jucundo sanus arnico.” 

Hor. 

Dear Long , in this sequester’d scene , 
While all around in slumber lie , 

The joyous days which ours have been 
Come rolling fresh on Fancy’s eye; 

Thus if amidst the gathering storm , 

While clouds the darken’d noon deform , 

Yon heaven assumes a varied glow, 

I hail the sky's celestial bow, 

Which spreads the sign of future peace, 

And bids the war of tempests cease. 

Ah ! though the present brings but paiu 
I think those days may come again ; 
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Or if, in melancholy mood , 

Some lurking envious fear intrude. 

To check my bosom’s fondest thought. 

And interrupt the golden dream, 

I crush the fiend with malice fraught, 

And still indulge my Monied theme. 
Although we ne'er again can trace, 

In Granta’s vale, the pedant's lore; 

Nor through the groves of Ida chase 
Our raptured visions as before, 

Though Youth has flown on rosy pinion, 
And Manhood claims his stern doininiou — 
Age will not every hope destroy, 

But yield some hours of sober joy. 

Yes, I will hope (hat Time’s broad wing 
Will shed around some dews of spring: 

But if his scythe must sweep the flowers 
Which bloom among the fairy bowers , 
Where smiling Youth delights to dwell, 
And hearts with early rapture swell ; 

If frowning Age , with cold control , 
Confines the current of the soul , 

Congeals the tear of Pity’s eye , 

Or checks the sympathetic sigh , 

Or hears unmoved misfortune’s groau, 

And bids me feel for self alone; 

Oh ! may my bosom never learn 
To soothe its wonted heedless flow; 

Still , still despise the censor stern. 

But ne’er forget another’s woe. 

Yes, as you knew me in tho days , 

O’er which Remembrance yet delays. 

Still may I rove, untutor'd, wild, 

And even in age at heart a child. 

Though now on airy visions borne, 

To you my soul is still the same. 
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OH has it been my fate to mourn , 

And all my former joys are tame, 
ltul, lienee! ye hours of sable hue! 

Your frowns arc gone , my sorrows o'er : 
By cxery bliss my childhood knew, 

I ’ll think upon your shade no more. 
Thus, when the whirlwind’s rage is past. 
And raves their sullen roar enclose, 

We heed no more (he wintry blast, 

When lull’d by zephyr to repose. 

Full often has my infant Muse 
Attuned to love her languid lyre; 

But now, without a theme to choose, 

The strains in stolen sighs expire. 

My youthful nymphs, alas! arc flown; 

K— is a wife, and C — a mother, 

And Carolina sighs alone , 

And Mary ’s given to another; 

And Cora's eye, which roll'd on me, 

Can now no more my lo\c recall : 

In truth, dear Long, ’« was time to flee; 

For Cora’s eye w ill shine on all. 

And though the sun , with genial rays, 

His beams alike to all displays, 

And every lady’s eye ’s a sun. 

These last should be confined to one. 

The soul's meridian don’t become her. 
Whose sun displays a general summer l 
Thus faint is every former flame, 

And passion's self is now a name. 

As, when the ebbing flames are low. 

The aid which once improved their light 
And bade them burn with fiercer glow. 
Now quenches all their sparks in night; 

* Thus has it been w ith passion's tires, 

As many a boy and girl remembers, 
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While all the force of love expires , 
Extinguish'd with the dying embers. 

But now, dear Long, 't is midnight’s noon. 
And clouds obscure the watery moou , 
Whose beauties I shall not rehearse , 
Described in every stripling's verse; 

For why should I the path go o’er, 

Which every bard has trod before? 

Yet ere yon silver lamp of uight 

Has thrice perform’d her stated round , 
Has thrice retraced her path of light , 

And chased away the gloom profound , 

I trust that we , my gentle friend, 

Shall see her rolling orbit wend 
Above the dear-loved peaceful seat 
Which once contain’d our youth’s retreat; 
And then with those our childhood knew, 
We ’ll mingle in the festive crew ; 

While many a tale of former day 
Shall wing the laughing hours away; 

And all the flow of souls shall pour 
The sacred intellectual shower, 

Nor cease till Luna’s waning horn 
Scarce glimmers through the mist of morn. 


TO A LADY. 

Oh ! had my fate been joiu’d with thine. 

As once this pledge appear’d a token , 
These follies had not then been mine, 

For then my peace had not been broken. 

To thee these early faults I owe , 

To thee, the wise and old reproving : 
They know my sins, but do not know 
'T was thine to break the bonds of loving. 
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For once my soul , like thine, was pure, 

And all its rising fires could smother; 

But now thy vows no more endure, 

Bestow’d by thee upon another. 

Perhaps his peace I could destroy, 

And spoil the blisses that await him ; 

Yet let my rival smile in joy, 

For thy dear sake I cannot hate him. 

Ah! since thy angel form is gone , 

My heart no more can rest with any ; 

But what it sought in thee alone , 

Attempts, alas! to find in many. 

Then fare thee well, deceitful maid! 

’T were vain and fruitless to regret thee; 

Nor Hope , nor Memory yield their aid , 

But Pride may teach me to forg.et thee. 

Yet all this giddy waste of years , 

This tiresome round of palling pleasures; 

These varied loves, these matron’s fears, 

These thoughtless strains to passion’s measures — 

If thou wert mine, had all been hush’d: 

This cheek, now pale from early riot, 

With passion’s hectic ne’er had flush’d, 

But bloom’d in calm domestic quiet. 

Yes, once the rural scene was sweet, 

For Nature seem’d to smile before thee ; 

And once ray breast abhorr’d deceit, — 

For then it beat but to adore thee. 

But now I seek for other joys : 

To think would drive my soul to madness ; 

In thoughtless throngs and empty noise , 

I conquer half my bosom’s sadness. 

Yet, even in these a thought will steal 
In spite of every vain endeavour, — 
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And fiends might pity what I feel , — 
To know that thou art lost for ever. 


I WOULD I WERE A CARELESS CHILD. 

I would I were a careless child, 

Still dwelling in my Highland cave. 

Or roaming through the dusky wild. 

Or bounding o’er the dark blue wave , 

The cumbrous pomp of Saion pride 
Accords not with the freeborn soul , 

Which loves the mountain's craggy side, 

And seeks the rocks where billows roll. 

Fortune ! take back these cultured lands , 

Take back this name of splendid sound! 

I hate the touch of servile hands , 

1 hate the slaves that cringe around. 

Place me along the rocks I love , 

Which sound to Ocean’s wildest roar; 

I ask but this — again to rove 
Through scenes my youth hath known before. 

Few are my ye>ars, and yet I feel 

The world was ne’er design’d for me : 

Ah ! why do dark’ning shades conceal 
The hour when man must cease to be? 

Once I beheld a splendid dream, 

A visionary scene of bliss : 

Truth! — wherefore did thy hated beam 
Awake me to a world like this? 

1 loved — but those 1 loved are gone; 

Had friends — my early friends are fled 

How cheerless feels the heart alone 
When all its former hopes are dead ! 

Though gay companions o’er the bowl 
Dispel awhile the sense of ill ; 
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Though pleasure stlrsthc maddening soul , 

The heart — the heart — Is lonely strll. 

How dull ! to hear the voice of those 

Whom rank or chance, whom wealth or power, 

Have made, though neither friends nor foes, 
Associates of the festive hour. 

Gi\e me again a faithful few, 

In years and feelings still (he same. 

And I will ITy the midnight crew, 

Where boisl’rous joy is but a name. 

And woman , lovely w oman ! thou , 

My hope, my comforter , myall! 

How cold must be my bosom now, 

When e’en thy smiles begin to pall ! 

Without a sigh would I resign 
This busy scene of splendid woe. 

To make that calm contentment mine. 

Which \iriuc knows, or seems to know. 

Fain w ould I fly the haunts of men — 

I seek to shun , not hate mankind ; 

My breast requires the sullen glen, 

Whose gloom may suit a darken’d mind. 

Oh ! that to me the wings were given 
Which bear the turtle to her nest! 

Then would I cleave the vault of heaven, 

To lice away, and be at rest. 


WHEN I ROVED A YOUNG HIGHLANDER. 

Whkx I roved a young Highlander o’er the dark heath , 
And climb'd thy steep summit, oh Morvcn of snow! 
To gaze on the torrent that thunder’d beneath, 

Or the mist of the tempest that gather'd below; , 

Untutor’d by science , a stranger to fear, 

And rude as the rocks where my infancy grew. 
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No feeling, save one, to my bosom was dear; 

Need I say, my sweet Mary, ’t was centred in you? 

Yet it could not be love , for I knew not the name , — 
What passion can dwell in the heart of a child? 

But still I perceive an emotion the same 
As I felt , when a boy , on the crag-cover’ d wild : 

One image alone on my bosom impress’d , 

I loved my bleak regions , nor panted for new; 

And few were my wants , for my wishes were bless’d ; 

And pure were my thoughts, for my soul was wilb you. 

I arose with the dawn ; with my dog as ray guide , 

From mountain to mountain I bounded along; 

I breasted the billows of Dee's rushing tide , 

And heard at a distance the Highlander’s song : 

At eve , on my heath-cover’d couch of repose , 

No dreams , save of Mary , were spread to my view ; 
And warm to the skies my devotions arose , 

For the first of my prayers was a blessing on you. 

I left my bleak home , and my visions are gone ; 

The mountains are vanish’d , my youth is no more ; 

As the last of my race , I must wither alone , 

And delight but in days I have witness’d before : 

Ah ! splendour has raised , but embitter’d my lot ; 

More dear were the scenes which my infancy knew : 
Though my hopes may have fail’d , yet they are not forgot ; 
Though cold is my heart, still it lingers with you. 

When I see some dark hill point its crest to the sky , 

1 think of the rocks that o’ershadow Colblcen ; 

When I see the soft blue of a love-speaking eye, 

I think of those eyes that endear’d the rude scene ; 
When, haply, some light-waving locks I behold, 

That faintly resemble my Mary’s in hue , 

I think on the long flowing ringlets of gold , 

The locks that were sacred to beauty , and you. 
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Yet the day may arrive when the mountains once more 
Shall rise to my sight in their mantles of snow : 

But while these soar above me , unchanged as before , 
Will Mary be there to receive me? — ah, no! 
Adieu, then, ye hills, where my childhood was bred ! 

Thou sweet flowing Dee , to thy waters adieu ! 

No home in the forest shall shelter my head, — 

' Ah! Mary, what home could be mine but with you? 


TO GEORGE, EARL DELAWARR. 

Oh! yes, I will own we were dear to each other; 

The friendships of childhood, though fleeting, are true; 
The love which you felt was the love of a brother, 

Nor less the affection I cherish’d for you. 

But Friendship can vary her gentle dominion ; 

The attachment of years in a moment expires : 

Like Love , too , she moves on a swift-waving pinion , 

But glows not, like Love, with unquenchable (ires. 

Full oft have we wander’d through Ida together, 

And blest were the scenes of our youth , I allow : 

In the spring of our life , how serene is the weather ! 

But winter’s rude tempests are gathering now. 

/ 

No more with affection shall memory blending, 

The wonted delights of our childhood retrace : 

When pride steels the bosom , the heart is unbending , 
And what would be justice appears a disgrace. 

However, dear George , for I still must esteem you — 

The few whom I love I can never upbraid — 

The chance which has lost may in future redeem you , 

* Repentance will cancel the vow you have made. 

I will not complain , and though chill’d is affection , 

With me no corrodiug resentment shall live : 

My bosom is calm’d by the simple reflection , 

That both may be wrong, and that both should forgive. 
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You knew lhal my soul , that my heart, my existence. 

If danger demanded , were wholly your own ; 

You knew me unalter'd by years or by distance, 
Devoted to lo\e and to friendship alone. 

You knew, — hulaway with the vain retrospection! 

The bond of affection no longer endures ; 

Too late you may droop o'er the fond recollection , 

And sigh for the friend who was formerly yours. 

For the present, wcparl, — I will hope not for ever; 

For time and regret will restore you at last : 

To forget our dissension we both should endeavour, 

I ask no atonement , but days like the past. 


TO THE EARL OF CLARE. 

“Tu semper amoris 

Sis mentor, ct cari coinilis ne absccdat imago.” 

Val. I’lac. 

FaiRxn of my youth! when young we roved, 

Like striplings, mutually beloved , 

With friendship’s purest glow , 

The bliss which wing’d those rosy hours 
Was such as pleasure seldom showers 
On mortals here below. 

The recollection seems alone 
Dearer than all the joys 1 've known, 

When distant far from you : 

Though pain , ’l is still a pleasing pain , 

To trace those days and hours again, 

And sigh again, adieu! 

My pensive memory lingers o’er 
Those scenes to be enjoy'd no more. 

Those scenes regretted ever; 

The measure of our youth is full , 

Life’s evening dream is dark and dull, 

And we may meet — ah ! never! 
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As when one parent spripg supplies 
Two streams which from one fountain rise, 
Together join’d in vain; 

How soon , diverging from their source , 
Each, murmuring, seeks another course , 
Till mingled in the main ! 

Our vital streams of weal or woe , 

Though near, alas! distinctly flow, 

Nor mingle as before: 

Now swift or slow , now black or clear 
Till death’s unfathom’d gulf appear, 

And both shall quit the shore. 

Our souls , my friend ! which once supplied 
One wish , nor breathed a thought beside , 
Now flow in different channels : 

Disdaining humbler rural sports, 

’T is yours to mix in polish’d courts , 

And shine in fashion’s annals; 

T is mine to waste on love my time, 

Or vent my reveries in rhyme , 

Without the aid of reason ; 

For sense and reason (critics know it) 

Have quitted every amorous poet, 

Nor left a thought to seize on. 

Poor Little ! sweet , melodious bard ! 

Of late esteem’d it monstrous hard 
That he, who sang before all, — 

He w ho the lore of love expanded , — 

By dire reviewers should be branded 
As void of wit and moral. 

And yet, while Beauty’s praise is thine. 
Harmonious favourite of the Nine ! 

Repine not at thy lot. 

Lord. Byron. 111. 13 
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Thy soothing lays may still be read , 

When Persecution's arm is dead , 

And critics are forgot. 

Still I must yield those worthies merit, 
Who chasten, with unsparing spirit. 

Bad rhymes, and those who write them ; 
And though myself may be the next 
By critic sarcasm to be vext, 

I really will not fight them. 

Perhaps they would do quite as well 
To break the rudely sounding shell 
Of such a young beginner. 

He who offends at pert nineteen , 

Ere thirty may become , I ween , 

A very harden’d sinner. 

Now , Clare , I must return to you ; 

And, sure, apologies are due: 

Accept, then, my concession. 

In truth , dear Clare , in fancy’s flight 
I soar along from left to right; 

My muse admires digression. 

I think I said ’t would be your fate 
To add one star to royal state ; — 

May regal smiles attend you ! 

And should a uoble monarch reign , 

You will not seek his smiles in vain , 

If worth can recommend you. 

Yet since in danger courts abound 
Where specious rivals glitter round , 

From snares may saints preserve you ; 
And grant your love or friendship ne'er 
From any claim a kindred care, 

But those who best deserve you ’ 
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Not for a moment may you stray 
From truth’s secure, unerring way ! 

May no delights decoy ! 

O’er roses may your footsteps move , 

Your smiles be ever smiles of love, 

Your tears be tears of joy! 

Oh ! if you wish that happiness 
Your coming days and years may bless, 
And virtues crown your brow ; 

Be still as you were wont to be, 

Spotless as you ’ve been known to me, — 
Be still as you are now. 

And though some trifling share of praise , 
To cheer my last declining days, 

To me were doubly dear; 

- Whilst b lessing your beloved name , 

I 'd wave at once a poet 1 s fame , 

To prove & prophet here 


LINES WRITTEN BENEATH AN ELM IN THE CHURCHYARD 

OF HARROW. 

Spot of my youth ! whose hoary branches sigh 
Swept by the breeze that fans thy cloudless sky; 

Where now alone I muse , w ho oft have trod , 

With those I loved , thy soft and verdant sod ; 

With those who, scatter’d far, perchance deplore, 

Like me , the happy scenes they knew before : 

Oh! as I trace again thy winding hill, 

Mine eyes admire , my heart adores thee still , 

Thou drooping Elm ! beneath whose boughs I lay, 

And frequent mused the twilight hours away; 

Where, as they once were wont, my limbs recline, 

But, ah ! without the thoughts which then were mine; 

How do thy branches , moaning to the blast , 

Invite the bosom to recall the past, 

13 * 
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And seem to whisper, as they gently swell , 

“ Take , while thou canst , a lingering , last farewell ! ” 

When fate shall chill, at length , this fever’d breast, 

And calm its cares and passions into rest, 

Oft have I thought, 't would soothe my dying hour, — 

If aught may soothe when life resigns her power, — 

To know some humbler grave , some narrow cell , 

Would hide my bosom where it loved to dwell ; 

With this fond dream , metbinks, 't were sweet to die — 
And here it linger’d , here my heart might lie ; 

Here might I sleep where all my hopes arose , 

Scene of my youth , and couch of my repose ; 

For ever stretch’d beneath this mantling shade , 

Press’d by the turf where once my childhood play’d ; 

Wrapt by the soil that veils the spot I loved , 

Mix’d with the earth o'er which my footsteps moved ; 

Blest by the tongues that charm’d my youthful ear, 

Mourn’d by the few my soul acknowledged here; 

Deplored by those in early days allied. 

And unremember’d by the world beside. 

September 2. 1807. 
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ENGLISH BARDS 

AND 

SCOTCH REVIEWERS. 

A SATIRE. 


“ I had rather be a kitten, and cry mew! 

Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers.” 

Shakbpeabb. 

“Such shameless bards we have; and yet ’t is true, 
There are as mad , abandon’d critics too.” 

Pope. 


PREFACE. 


All my friends, learned and unlearned, have urged me not to 
publish this Satire with my name. If I were to be “ turned from 
the career of my humour by quibbles quick , and paper bullets of 
the brain I should have complied with their counsel. But I am 
not to be terrified by abuse , or bullied by reviewers, with or with- 
out arms. I can safely say that I have attacked none personally, 
who did not commence on the offensive. An author’s works are 
public property: he who purchases may judge, and publish his 
opinion if he pleases ; and the authors I have endeavoured to com- 
memorate may do by me as I have done by them. I dare say they 
will succeed better in condemning my scribblings, than in mending 
their own. But my object is not to prove that I can write well, but, 
if possible , to make others write better. 
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As ihe poem has met with far more success than I expected , I 
have endeavoured in this edition to make some additions and al- 
terations, to render it more worthy of public perusal. 

In the first edition of this satire, published anonymously, 
fourteen lines on the subject of Bowles’s Pope W'ere written by, 
and inserted at the request of, an ingenious friend of mine, who 
has now in the press a volume of poetry. In the present edition 
they are erased, and some of my own substituted in their stead; 
my only reason for this being that which I conceive would operate 
with auy other person in the same manner, — a determination 
not to publish with my name any production, which was not en- 
tirely and exclusively my own composition. 

With regard to the real talents of many of the poetical persons 
whose performances are mentioned or alluded to in the following 
pages, it is presumed by the author that there can be little differ- 
ence of opinion in the public at large ; though, like other sectaries, 
each has his separate tabernacle of proselytes , by whom his abili- 
ties are over-rated, his faults overlooked , and his metrical canons 
received without scruple and without consideration. But the un- 
questionable possession of considerable genius by several of the 
writers here censured renders their mental prostitution more to be 
regretted. Imbecility may be pitied, or, at worst, laughed at 
and forgotten ; perverted powers demand the most decided repre- 
hension. No one can wish more than the author that some known 
and able writer had undertaken their exposure ; but Mr. Gifford 
has devoted himself to Massinger, and, in the absence of the re- 
gular physician , a country practitioner may, in cases of absolute 
necessity, be allowed to prescribe his nostrum to prevent the ex- 
tension of so deplorable an epidemic, provided there be no quack- 
ery in his treatment of the malady. A caustic is here offered ; as 
it is to be feared nothing short of actual cautery can recover the nu- 
merous patients afflicted with the present prevalent and distressing 
rabies for rhyming. — As to the Edinburgh Reviewers, it would 
indeed require an Hercules to crush the Hydra; but if the author 
succeeds in merely “braising one of the heads of the serpent,” 
though his own hand should suffer in the encounter, he will be 
amply satisfied. 
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Still must I hear? — shall hoarse Fitzgerald bawl 
His creaking couplets in a tavern hall, 

And I not sing, lest, haply, Scotch reviews 
Should dub me scribbler, and denounce my muse? 
Prepare for rhyme — I ’ll publish , right or wrong : 
Fools are my theme , let satire be my song. 

Oh ! nature’s noblest gift — my gray goose-quill ! 
Slave of ray thoughts , obedient to my will , 

Torn from thy parent bird to form a pen , 

That mighty instrument of little men ! 

The pen ! foredoom'd to aid the mental throes 
Of brains that labour, big with verse or prose , 
Though nymphs forsake, and critics may deride 
The lover’s solace, and the author’s pride. 

What wits ! what poets dost thou daily raise ! 

How frequent is thy use , how small thy praise ! 
Condemn’d at length to be forgotten quite, 

With all the pages which ’t was thine to write. 

But thou , at least , mine own especial pen ! 

Once laid aside , but now assumed again , 

Our task complete, like Hamet’s shall be free ; 
Though spurn’d by others, yet beloved by me : 

Then let us soar to-day ; no common theme, 

No eastern vision , no distemper’d dream 
Inspires — our path , though full of thorns , is plain; 
Smooth be the verse, and easy be the strain. 

When Vice triumphant holds her sov’reign sway, 
Obey’d by all who nought beside obey; 

When Folly, frequent harbinger of crime , 

Bedecks her cap with bells of every clime ; 

When knaves and fools combined o’er all prevail , 
And weigh their justice in a golden scale; 

E’en then the boldest start from public sneers. 

Afraid of shame , unknown to other feats, 
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More darkly sin , by satire kept in awe , 

And shrink from ridicule , though not from law. 

Such is the force of wit ! bug not belong 
To me the arrows of satiric song; 

The royal vices of our age demand 
A keener weapon , and a mightier hand. 

Still there are follies , e’en for me to chase , 

And yield at least amusement in the race : 

Laugh when I laugh , I seek no other fame ; 

The cry is up , and scribblers are my game. 

Speed, Pegasus! — ye strains of great and small , 
Ode, epic, elegy, have at you all ! 

I too can scrawl, and once upon a time 
I pour’d along the town a flood of rhyme, 

A schoolboy freak , unworthy praise or blame , 

I printed — older children do the same. 

'T is pleasant, sure, to see one’s name in print; 

A book 's a book , although there ’s nothing in ’t. 
Not that a title’s sounding charm can save 
Or scrawl or scribbler from an equal grave : 

This Larabe must own , since his patrician name 
Fail’d to preserve the spurious farce from shame. 

No matter, George continues still to write, 

Though now the name is veil’d from public sight. ' 

Moved by the great example , I pursue 

The self-same road , but make my own review : 

Not seek great Jeffrey’s , yet, like him, will be 
Self-constituted judge of poesy. 

A man must serve his time to cv’ry trade 
Save censure — critics all are ready made. 

Take hackney’d jokes from Miller, got by rote, 
With just enough of learning to misquote; 

A mind well skill'd to find or forge a fault ; 

A turn for punning , call it Attic salt ; 

To Jeffrey go, be silent and discreet, 

His pay is just ten sterling pounds per sheet : 
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Fear not to lie, ’t will seem a sharper hit; 

Shrink not from blasphemy , 't will pass for wit ; 

Care not for feeling — pass your proper jest, 

And stand a critic , hated yet caress’d. 

And shall we own such judgment? no — as soon 
Seek roses in December — ice in June; 

Hope constancy in wind , or corn in chaff ; 

Believe a woman or an epithaph, 

Or any other thing that ’s false , before 
You trust in critics , who themselves are sore; 

Or yield one single thought to be misled 
By Jeffrey’s heart, or Lambe’s Boeotian head. 

To these young tyrants , by themselves misplaced , 
Combined usarpers on the throne of taste; 

To these, when authors bend in humble awe , 

And hail their voice as truth, their word as law — 

While these are censors , ’t would be sin to spare; 

While such are critics , why should I forbear? 

But yet , so near all modern worthies run , 

’T is doubtful whom to seek, or whom to shun; 

Nor know we when to spare, or where to strike, 

Our bards and censors are so much alike. 

Then should you ask me, why I venture o’er 
The path which Pope and Gifford trod before ; 

If not yet sicken’d , you can still proceed : 

Go on ; my rhyme will tell you as you read. 

“But hold!” exclaims a friend, — “here ’s some neglect* 
This — that — and t’ other line seem incorrect.” 

What then? the self-same blunder Pope has got. 

And careless Dryden — “ Ah , but Pye has not : ” — 
Indeed ! — 't is granted , faith ! — but what care I? 

Better to err with Pope , than shine with Pye. 

Time was , ere yet in these degenerate days 
Ignoble themes obtain’d mistaken praise , 

When sense and wit with poesy allied , 

No fabled graces , flourish’d side by side; 
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From the same fount their inspiration drew, 

And , rear’d by taste , bloom’d fairer ns they grew. 

Then , in this happy isle, a Pope’s pure strain 
Sought the rapt soul to charm , nor sought in vain ; 

A polish'd nation’s praise aspired to claim, 

And raised the people’s , as the poet’s fame. 

Like him great Dryden pour’d the tide of song, 

In stream less smooth , indeed , yet doubly strong. 

Then Congreve’s scenes could cheer, or Otway’s melt — 
For nature then an English audience felt. 

But why these names, or greater still , retrace, 

When all to feebler bards resign their place? 

Yet to such times our lingering looks are cast, 

When taste and reason with those times are past. 

Now look around, and turn each trifling page. 

Survey the precious works that please the age 
This truth at least let satire’s seif allow , 

No dearth of bards can be complain’d of now. 

The loaded press beneath her labour groans , 

And printers’ devils shake their weary bones; 

While Southey’s epics cram the creaking shelves, 

And Little’s lyrics shine in hot-press’d twelves. 

Thus saith the preacher: “Nought beneath the sun 
Is new; ” yet still from change to change we run : 

What varied wonders tempt us as they pass ! 

The cow-pox, tractors, galvanism, and gas, 

In turns appear, to make the vulgar stare, 

Till the swoln bubble bursts — and all is air ! 

Nor less new schools of Poetry arise , 

Where dull pretenders grapple for the prize : 

O’er taste awhile these pseudo-bards prevail; 

Each country book-club bows the kuce to Baal , 

And , hurling lawful genius from the throne , 

Erects a shrine and idol of its own ; 

Some leaden calf — but whom it matters not, 

From soaring Southey down to grovelling Scott. 
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Behold ! in various throngs the scribbling crew. 

For notice eager , pass in long review : 

Each spurs his jaded Pegasus apace. 

And rhyme and blank maintain an equal race; 

Sonnets on sonnets crowd, and ode on ode; 

And tales of terror jostle on the road; 

Immeasurable measures move along; 

For simpering folly loves a varied song , 

To strange mysterious dulness still the friend. 
Admires the strain she cannot comprehend. 

Thus Lays of Minstrels — may they be the last! — 

On half-strung harps whine mournful to the blast. 
While mountain spirits prate to river sprites. 

That dames may listen to the sound at nights ; 

And goblin brats , of Gilpin Horner’s brood, 

Decoy young border-nobles through the wood , 

And skip at every step , Lord knows how high , 

And frighten foolish babes , the Lord knows why; 
While high-born ladies in their magic cell , 
Forbidding knights to read who cannot spell , 
Despatch a courier to a wizard’s grave, 

And fight with honest men to shield a knave. 

Next view in state , proud prancing on his roan , 
The golden-crested haughty Marmion , 

Now forging scrolls, now foremost in the fight, 

Not quite a felon , yet but half a knight , 

The gibbet or the field prepared to grace; 

A mighty mixture of the great and base. 

And think’st thou , Scott ! by vain conceit perchance , 
On public taste to foist thy stale romance , 

Though Murray with his Miller may combine 
To yield thy muse just half-a-crown per line? 

No ! when the sons of song descend to trade , 

Their bays are sear, their former laurels fade. 

Let such forego the poet’s sacred name , 

Who rack their brains for lucre , not for fame : 


Digitized by Google 



204 


ENGLISH BARDS AND 


Still for stern Mammon may they toil in vain ! 

And sadly gaze on gold they cannot gain ! 

Such be their meed , such still the just reward 
Of prostituted muse and hireling bard ! 

For this we spurn Apollo’s venal son, 

And bid a long “good night to Marmion.” 

These are the themes that claim our plaudits now; 
These are the bards to whoip the muse must bow; 
"While Milton, Dryden, Pope, alike forgot, 

Resign their hallow'd bays to Walter Scott. 

The time has been , when yet the muse was young , 
When Homer swept the lyre , and Maro suog , 

An epic scarce ten centuries could claim , 

While awe-struck nations hail’d the magic name ; 

The work of each immortal bard appears 
The single wonder of a thousand years. 

Empires have moulder’d from the face of earth. 
Tongues have expired with those who gave them birth , 
Without the glory such a strain can give, 

As even in ruin bids the language live. 

Not so with us, though minor bards content, 

On one great work a life of labour spent : 

With eagle pinion soaring to the skies. 

Behold the ballad-monger Southey rise ! 

To him let Camoens , Milton, Tasso yield, 

Whose annual strains, like armies, take the held. 
First in the ranks see Joan of Arc advance, 

The scourge of England and the boast of France! 
Though burnt by wicked Bedford for a witch , 

Behold her statue placed in glory’s niche ; 

Her fetters burst, and just released from prison , 

A virgin phoenix from her ashes risen. 

Next see tremendous Thalaba come on , 

Arabia’s monstrous, wild, and wond’rousson; 
Domdaniel’s dread destroyer, who o’erthrew 
More mad magicians than the world e’er knew. 
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Immortal hero ! all thy foes o’ercome, 

For ever reign — the rival of Tom Thumb ! 

Since startled metre fled before thy face, 

Well wert thou doom’d the last of all thy race ! 

Well might triumphant genii bear thee hence , 
Illustrious conqueror of common sense ! 

Now, last and greatest, Madoc spreads bis sails 
Cacique in Mexico , and prince in Wales ; 

Tells us strange tales , as other travellers do , 

More old than Mandeville’s , and not so true. 

Oh , Southey ! Southey ! cease thy varied song ! 

A bard may chant too often and too long : 

As thou art strong in verse , in mercy, spare ! 

A fourth , alas ! were more than we could bear. 

But if, in spite of all the world can say , 

Thou still wilt verseward plod thy weary way; 

If still in Berkley ballads most uncivil, 

Thou wilt devote old women to the devil, 

The babe unborn thy dread intent may rue: 

“God help thee,” Southey, and thy readers too. 

Next comes the dull disciple of thy school. 

That mild apostate from poetic rule , 

The simple Wordsworth , framer of a lay 
As soft as evening in his favourite May, 

Who warns his friend “to shake off toil and trouble, 
And quit his books, for fear of growing double; ” 
Who , both by precept and eiample , shows 
That prose is verse , and verse is merely prose ; 
Convincing all , by demonstration plain , 

Poetic souls delight in prose insane ; 

And Christmas stories tortured into rhyme 
Contain the essence of the true sublime. 

Thus, when he tells the tale of Betty Foy, 

The idiot mother of “ an idiot boy ; ” 

A moon-struck, silly lad, who lost his way, 

And, like his bard, confounded night with day; 
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So close on each pathetic part he dwells, 

And each adventure so sublimely tells, 

That all who view the “idiot in his glory,” 

Conceive the bard the hero of the story. 

Shall gentle Coleridge pass unnoticed here , 

To turgid ode and tumid stanza dear? 

Though themes of innocence amuse him best, 

Yet still obscurity ’s a welcome guest. 

If Inspiration should her aid refuse 
To him who takes a pixy fora muse, 

Yet none in lofty numbers can surpass 
The bard who soars to elegise an ass. 

So well the subject suits his noble mind, 

He brays , the laureat of the long-ear’d kind. 

Oh! wonder-working Lewis! monk, or bard. 

Who fain wouldst make Parnassus a church-yard ! 

Lo! wreaths of yew, not laurel, bind thy brow, 

Thy muse a sprite, Apollo’s sexton thou ! 

Whether on ancient tombs thou takest thy stand, 

By gibb’ring spectres hail’d, thy kindred band; 

Or tracest chaste descriptions on thy page, 

To please the females of our modest age ; 

All hail, M. P. ! from whose infernal brain 
Thin sheeted phantoms glide , a grisly train ; 

At whose command 4 4 grim women ” throng in crowds , 
And kings of tire, of water, and of clouds. 

With “small gray men,” “wild yagers,” and whatnot, 
To crown with honour thee and Walter Scott; 

Again all hail ! if tales like thine may please , 

St. Luke alone can vanquish the disease ; 

Even Satan's self with thee might dread to dwell , 

And in thy skull discern a deeper hell. 

Who in soft guise , surrounded by a choir 
Of virgins melting, not to Vesta’s fire , 

With sparkling eyes , and cheek by passion flush’d , 
Strikes his wild lyre, whilst listening dames are hush’d? 
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’T is Little ! young Catullus of his day, 

As sweet , but as immoral , in bis lay ! 

Grieved to condemn , the muse must still be just , 
Nor spare melodious advocates of lust. 

Pure is the flame which o’er her altar burns; 

From grosser incense with disgust she turns : 

Yet kind to youth, this cipiation o’er. 

She bids thee “ mend thy line, and sin no more." 

For thee, translator of the tinsel song, 

To whom such glittering ornaments belong, 
Hibernian Strangford! with thine eyes of blue, 

And boasted locks of red or auburn hue, 

Whose plaintive strain each love-sick miss admires, 
And o’er harmonious fustian half expires , 

Learn, if thou canst, to yield thine author's sense, 
Nor vend thy sonnets on a false pretence. 

Think’st thou to gain thy verse a higher place , 

By dressing Camoens in a suit of lace? 

Mend , Strangford ! mend thy morals and thy taste ; 
Be warm, but pure; be amorous, but be chaste: 
Cease to deceive ; thy pilfer’d harp restore , 

Nor teach the Lusian bard to copy Moore. 

Behold ! — ye tarts ! one moment spare the text — 
Hayley’s last work , and worst — until his next; 
Whether he spin poor couplets into plays, 

Or damn the dead with purgatorial praise, 

His style in youth or age is still the same , 

For ever feeble and for ever tame. 

Triumphant first see “Temper’s Triumphs” shine! 
At least I ’m sure they triumph'd over mine. 

Of “Music’s Triumphs,” all who read may swear 
That luckless music never triumph’d there. 

Moravians , rise ! bestow some meet reward 
On dull devotion — Lo ! the Sabbath bard , 
Sepulchral Grahame , pours his notes sublime 
In mangled prose, nor e’en aspires to rhyme; 
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Breaks into blank the Gospel of St. Luke , 

And boldly pilfers from the Pentateuch ; 

And, undisturh’d by conscientious qualms, 

Perverts the Prophets , and purloins the Psalms. 

Hail , Sympathy ! thy soft idea brings 
A thousand visions of a thousand things , 

And shows , still whimpering through threescore of years , 
The maudlin prince of mournful sonneteers. 

And art thou not their prince , harmonious Bowles ! 

Thou first, great oracle of tender souls? 

Whether thou sing’st with equal ease , and grief, 

The fall of empires, or a yellow leaf; 

Whether thy muse most lamentably tells 
What merry sounds proceed from Oxford bells. 

Or, still in bells delighting, finds a friend 
In every chime that jingled from Ostend; 

Ah ! how much juster were thy muse’s hap , 

If to thy bells thou wouldst but add a cap ! 

Delightful Bowles ! still blessing and still blest f 
All love thy strain, but children like it best. 

'T is thine, with gentle Little’s moral song. 

To soothe the maDia of the amorous throng! 

With thee our nursery damsels shed their tears , 

Ere miss as yet completes her infant years : 

But in her teens thy whining powers are vain ; 

She quits poor Bowles for Little’s purer strain. 

Now to soft themes thou scornest to confine 
The lofty numbers of a harp like thine ; 

“Awake a louder and a loftier strain,” 

Such as none heard before , or will again ! 

Where all Discoveries jumbled from the flood, 

Since first the leaky ark reposed in mud, 

By more or less, are sung in every book, 

From Captain Noah down to Captain Cook. 

Nor this alone ; but, pausing on the road. 

The bard sighs forth a gentle episode ; 
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And gravely tells — attend , each beauteous miss ! — 
When first Madeira trembled to a kiss. 

Bowles ! in thy memory let this precept dwell. 

Stick to thy sonnets, man ! — at least they sell. 

But if some new-born whim , or larger bribe, 

Prompt thy crude brain, and claim thee for a scribe; 
If chance some bard , though once by dunces fear’d , 
Now, prone in dust, can only be revered; 

If Pope, whose fame and genius, from the first, 
Have foil’d the best of critics, needs the worst, 

Do thou essay : each fault , each failing scan ; 

The first of poets was, alas! but man. 

Rake from each ancient dunghill ev’ry pearl, 

Consult iLord Fanny, and confide in Curll ; 

Let all the scandals of a former age 
Perch on thy pen , and flutter o’er thy page ; 

Affect a candour which thou canst not feel , 

Clothe envy in the garb of honest zeal ; 

Write , as if St. John’s soul could still inspire , 

And do from hate what Mallet did for hire. 

Oh ! hadst thou lived in that congenial time , 

To rave with Dennis , and with Ralph to rhyme ; 
Throng’d w ith the rest around his living head , 

Not raised thy hoof against the lion dead ; 

A meet reward had crown’d thy glorious gains, 

And link’d thee to the Dunciad for thy pains. 

Another epic ! Who inflicts again 
More books of blank upon the sons of men? 

Boeotian Cottle, rich Bristowa’s boast, 

Imports old stories from the Cambrian coast, 

And sends his goods to market — all alive ! 

Lines forty thousand , cantos twenty-five ! 

Fresh fish from Helicon ! who ’ll buy? who ’ll buy? 
The precious bargain ’s cheap — in faith, not I. 

Your turtle-feeder’s verse must needs be flat, 

Though Bristol bloat him with the verdant fat; 

Lord Byron. III. 14 
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If Commerce fills the purse , she clogs the brain , 

And Amos Cottle strikes the lyre in vain. 

In him an author’s luckless lot behold , 

Condemn’d to make the books which once he sold. 

Oh , Amos Cottle ! — Phoebus ! what a name 
To fill the speaking trump of future fame! — 

Oh , Amos Cottle ! for a moment think 
What meagre profits spring from pen and ink ! 

When thus devoted to poetic dreams, 

Who will peruse thy prostituted reams? 

Oh pen perverted ! paper misapplied ! 

Had Cottle still adorn’d the counter’s side , 

Bent o’er the desk, or, born to useful toils, 

Been (aught to make the paper which he soils , 

Plough’d , delved , or plied the oar with lusty limb , 

He had not sung of Wales , nor I of him. 

As Sisyphus against the infernal steep 
Rolls the huge rock whose motions ne’er may sleep , 

So up thy hill, ambrosial Richmond , heaves 
Dull Maurice all his granite weight of leaves : 

Smooth , solid monuments of mental pain ! 

The petrifactions of a plodding brain , 

That, ere they reach the top , fall lumbering back again. 

With broken lyre, and cheek serenely pale, 

Lo ! sad Alcatus wanders down the vale ; 

Though fair they rose, and might have bloom’d at last, 
His hopes have perish’d by the northern blast : 

Kipp’d in the bud by Caledonian gales , 

His blossoms wither as the blast prevails ! 

O’er his lost works let classic Sheffield weep ; 

May no rude hand disturb their early sleep ! 

Yet say ! why should the bard at once resign 
His claim to favour from the sacred nine? 

For ever startled by the mingled howl 
Of northern wolves , that still in darkness prowl ; 

A coward brood, which mangle as they prey, 
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By hellish instinct, all that cross their way; 

Aged or young, the living, or the dead, 

No mercy find — these harpies must be fed. 

Why do the injured unresisting yield 
The calm possession of their native field? 

Why tamely thus before their fangs retreat, 

Nor hunt the bloodhounds back to Arthur’s Seat? 

Health to immortal Jeffrey ! once, in name, 
England could boast a judge almost the same; 

In soul so like , so merciful, yet just. 

Some think that Satan has resign’d his trust, 

And given the spirit to the world again , 

To sentence letters, as he sentenced men. 

With hand less mighty, but with heart as black , 
With voice as willing to decree the rack ; 

Bred in the courts betimes, though all that law 
As yet hath taught him is to find a Haw ; 

Since well instructed in the patriot school 
To rail at party, though a party tool, 

Who knows , if chance his patrons should restore 
Back to the sway they forfeited before, 

His scribbling toils some recompense may meet, 
And raise this Daniel to the judgment-seat? 

Let Jeffries’ shade indulge the pious hope, 

And greeting thus, present him with a rope : 

“Heir to my virtues! man of equal mind! * 

Skill'd to condemn as to traduce mankind, 

This cord receive, for thee reserved with care , 

To wield in judgment , and at length to wear.” 

Health to great Jeffrey ! Heaven preserve his life, 
To flourish on the fertile shores of Fife , 

And guard it sacred in its future wars , 

Since authors sometimes seek the field of Mars! 

Can none remember that eventful day, 

That ever glorious, almost fatal fray, 

When Little’s leadless pistol met his eye , 

14 * 
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And Bow-street myrmidons stood laughing by? 

Oh , day disastrous ! On her firm-set rock , 

Dunedin’s castle felt a secret shock; 

Dark roll'd the sympathetic waves of Forth , 

Low groan’d the startled whirlwinds of the north; 
Tweed ruffled half his waves to form a tear, 

The other half pursued its calm career ; 

Arthur’s sleep summit nodded to its base, 

The surley Tolbooth scarcely kept her place. 

The Tolbooth felt — for marble sometimes can , 

On such occasions, feel as much as man — 

The Tolbooth felt defrauded of his charms , 

If Jeffrey died , except within her arms : 

Nay last, not least, on that portentous morn , 

The sixteenth story, where himself was born, 

His patrimonial garret, fell to ground, 

And pale Edina shudder’d at the sound : 

Strew’d were the streets around with milk-white reams. 
Flow’d all the Canongate with inky streams ; 

This of his candour seem’d the sable dew , 

That of his valour show’d the bloodless hue; 

And all with justice deem’d the two combined 
The mingled emblems of his mighty mind. 

But Caledonia’s goddess hover’d o’er 

The field , and saved him from the wrath of Moore; 

From either pistol snatch’d the vengeful lead , 

And straight restored it to her favourite’s head ; 

That head, with greater than magnetic pow’r, 

Caught it, as Danae caught the golden show’r, 

And , though the thickening dross will scarce refine , 
Augments its ore , and is itself a mine. 

“My son,” she cried, “ ne’er thirst for gore again , 
Resign the pistol , and resume the pen ; 

O’er politics and poesy preside , 

Boast of thy country , and Britannia’s guide ! 

For long as Albion’s heedless sons submit, 

Or Scottish taste decides on English wit, 
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So long shall last thine unmolested reign, 

Nor any dare to take thy name in vain. 

Behold , a chosen band shall aid thy plan , 

And own thee chieftain of the critic clan. 

First in the oat-fed phalanx shall be seen 
The travell’d thane, Athenian Aberdeen. 

Herbert shall wield Thor’s hammer, and sometimes, 
In gratitude, thou ’It praise his rugged rhymes. 
Smug Sydney too thy bitter page shall seek. 

And classic Hallam , much reuown’d for Greek ; 
Scott may perchance his name and influence lend , 
And paltry Pillans shall traduce his friend; 

While gay Thalia’s luckless votary, Lambe , 

Damn’d like the devil , devil-like will damn. 

Known be thy name , unbounded be thy sway ! 

Thy Holland’s banquets shall each toil repay; 

While grateful Britain yields the praise she owes 
To Holland’s hirelings and to learning's foes. 

Yet mark one caution ere thy next Review 
Spread its light wings of saffron and of blue, 

Beware lest blundering Brougham destroy the sale, 
Turn beef to bannocks , cauliflowers to kail. ” 

Thus having said , the kilted goddess kist 
Her son , and vanish’d in a Scottish mist. 

Then prosper, Jeffrey! pertest of the train 
Whom Scotland pampers with her fiery grain! 
Whatever blessing waits a genuine Scot , 

In double portion swells thy glorious lot; 

For thee Edina culls her evening sweets, 

And showers their odours on thy candid sheets , 
Whose hue and fragrauce to thy work adhere — 

This scents its pages, and that gilds its rear. 

Lo! blushing Itch, coy nymph, enamour’d grown , 
Forsakes the rest , and cleaves to thee alone ; 

And , too unjust to other Pictish men , 

Enjoys thy person , and inspires thy pen ! 
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Illustrious Holland ! hard would be his lot, 

His hirelings mention’d , and himself forgot ! 

Holland , with Henry Petty at his back , 

The whipper-in and huntsman of the pack. 

Blest be the banquets spread at Holland House , 

Where Scotchmen feed, and critics may carouse ! 

Long, long beneath that hospitable roof 

Shall Grub-street dine , while duns are kept aloof. 

See honest Hallam lay aside his fork, 

Resume his pen , review his Lordship’s work , 

And , grateful for the dainties on his plate , 

Declare his landlord can at least translate ! 

Dunedin ! view thy children with delight, 

They write for food — and feed because they write; 

And lest, when heated with the unusual grape, 

Some glowing thoughts should to the press escape, 

And tinge with red the female reader’s cheek, 

My lady skims the cream of each critique ; 

Breathes o’er the page her purity of soul , 

Reforms each error, and refines the whole. 

Now to the Drama turn — Oh ! motley sight ! 

What precious scenes the wondering eyes invite 
Puns , and a prince within a barrel pent , 

AndDibdin’s nonsense yield complete content. 

Though now , thank Heaven ! the Rosciomania ’s o'er. 

And full-grown actors are endured once more; 

Yet what avail their vain attempts to please , » 

While British critics suffer scenes like these; 

While Reynolds vents his “dammes!” “poohs!” and 
“zounds!” 

And common-place and common sense confounds? 

While Kenney’s “World" — ah ! where is Kenney’s wit? — 
Tires the sad gallery, lulls the listless pit; 

And Beaumont’s pilfer’d Caratach affords 
A tragedy complete in all but words? 

Who but must mourn , while these are all the rage, 
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The degradation of our vaunted stage! 

Heavens ! is all sense of shame and talent gone ? • 
Have we no living bard of merit? — none ! 

Awake, George Colman ! Cumberland, awake! 
Ring the alarum bell ! let folly quake ! 

Oh, Sheridan! if aught can move thy pen, 

Let Comedy assume her throne again ; 

Abjure the mummery of the German schools; 

Leave new Pizarros to translating fools ; 

Give, as thy last memorial to the age, 

One classic drama , and reform the stage. 

Gods ! o’er those boards shall Folly rear her head , 
Where Garrick trod , and Siddons lives to tread? 

On those shall Farce display Buffoon’ry’s mask, 

And Hook conceal his heroes in a cask? 

Shall sapient managers new scenes produce 
From Cherry, Skeffington , and Mother Goose? 
While Shakspeare , Otway, Massinger, forgot,- 
On stalls must moulder , or in closets rot? 

Lo ! with what pomp the daily prints proclaim 
The rival candidates for Attic fame ! 

In grim array though Lewis' spectres rise. 

Still Skeffington and Goose divide the prize. 

And sure great Skeffington must claim our praise , 
For skirtless coats and skeletons of plays 
Renown’d alike; whose genius ne’er confines 
Her flight to garnish Greenwood’s gay designs; 

Nor sleeps with “ Sleeping Beauties , ” but anon 
In five facetious acts comes thundering on, 

While poor John Bull , bewilder d with the scene, 
Stares , wondering what the devil it can mean ; 

But as some hands applaud , a venal few ! 

Rather than sleep , why John applauds it loo. 

\ 

Such are we now. Ah ! wherefore should we turn 
To what our fathers were, unless to mourn? 
Degenerate Britons ! are ye dead to shame , 
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Or, kind to dulness, do you fear to blame? 

Well may the nobles of our present race 
Watch each distortion of a Naldi’s face ; 

Well may they smile on Italy’s buffoons , 

And worship Catalani’s pantaloons , 

Since their own drama yields no fairer trace 
Of wit than puns , of humour than grimace. 

Then let Ausonia , skill’d in every art 
To soften manners, but corrupt the heart , 

Pour her exotic follies o’er the tow n , 

To sanction Vice , and hunt Decorum down : 

Let wedded strumpets languish o’er Deshayes, 

And bless the promise which his form displays; 
While Gayton bounds before th’ enraptured looks 
Of hoary marquises and stripling dukes : 

Let high-born lechers eye the lively PrGsle 
Twirl her light limbs , that spurn the needless veil ; 
Let Angiolini bare her breast of snow, 

Wave the white arm , and point the pliant toe ; 
Collini trill her love-inspiring song , 

Strain her fair neck , and charm the listening throng 
Whet not your scythe , suppressors of our vice ! 
Reforming saints ! too delicately nice ! 

By whose decrees , our sinful souls to save , 

No Sunday tankards foam , no barbers shave ; 

And beer undrawn, and beards unmown, display 
Your holy reverence for the Sabbath-day. 

Or hail at once the patron and the pile 
Of vice and folly , Greville and Argylc ! 

Where yon proud palace , Fashion’s hallow’d fane , 
Spreads wide her portals for the motley train , 
Behold the new Petronius of the day, 

Our arbiter of pleasure and of play ! 

There the hired eunuch , the Hesperian choir, 

The melting lute , the soft lascivious lyre , 

The song from Italy , the step from France , 
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The midnight orgy , and the mazy dance , 

The smile of beauty , and the flush of wine , 

For fops, fools, gamesters, knaves, and lords combine .- 
Each to his humour — Comus all allows ; 

Champaign, dice, music, or your neighbour's spouse. 
Talk not to us , ye starving sons of trade ! 

Of piteous ruin , which ourselves have made; 

In Plenty’s sunshine Fortune's minions bask , 

Nor think of poverty, except “en masque,” 

When for the night some lately tilled ass 
Appears the beggar which his grandsire was, 

The curtain dropp’d , the gay burletta o’er, 

The audience take their turn upon the floor; 

Now round the room the circling dow’gers sweep , 

Now in loose waltz the thin-clad daughters leap ; 

The first in lengthen’d line majestic swim. 

The last display the free unfetter’d limb ! 

Those for Hibernia’s lusty sons repair 

With art the charms which nature could not spare; 

These after husbands wing their eager flight , 

Nor leave much mystery for the nuptial night. 

Oh ! blest retreats of infamy and ease , 

Where , all forgotten but the power to please , 

Each maid may give a loose to genial thought , 

Each swain may teach new systems , or be taught : 

There the blithe youngster, just return’d from Spain , 

Cuts the light pack , or calls the rattling main ; 

The jovial caster ’s set, and seven ’s the nick , 

Or — done! — a thousand on (he coming trick! 

If, mad with loss , existence ’gins to tire , 

And all your hope or wish is to expire , 

Here ’s Powell’s pistol ready for your life , 

And , kinder still , tw o Pagets for your wife ; 

Fit consummation of an earthly race 
Begun in folly , ended in disgrace ; 

While none but menials o’er the bed of death, 
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Wash thy red wounds , or watch thy wavering breath ; 
Traduced by liars , and forgot by all , 

The mangled victim of a drunken brawl, 

To live like Clodius , and like Falkland fall. 

Truth ! rouse some genuine bard , and guide his hand , 
To drive this pestilence from out the land. 

E’en I — least thinking of a thoughtless throng, 

Just skill’d to know the right and choose, the wrong. 

Freed at that age when reason’s shield is lost. 

To fight my course through passion’s countless host, 
Whom every path of pleasure’s llow’ry way 
Has lured in turn , and all have led astray — 

E’en I must raise my voice , e’en I must feel 
Such scenes , such men , destroy the public weal ; 
Although some kind, censorious friend will say, 

“What art thou better , meddling fool, than they?” 

And every brother rake will smile to see 
That miracle , a moralist in me. 

No matter — when some bard in virtue strong. 

Gifford perchance , shall raise the chastening song, 

Then sleep my pen for ever ! and my voice 
Be only heard to hail him , and rejoice ; 

Rejoice, and yield my feeble praise, though I 
May feel the lash that Virtue must apply. 

As for the smaller fry, who swarm in shoals 
From silly Hafiz up to simple Bowles , 

W’hy should we call them from their dark abode , 

In broad St. Giles’s or in Tottenham-road? 

Or (since some men of fashion nobly dare 
To scrawl in verse) from Bond-street or the Square? 

If things of ton their harmless lays indite , 

Most wisely doom’d to shun the public sight, 

What harm? In spite of every critic elf. 

Sir T. may read his stanzas to himself; 

Miles Andrews still his strength in couplets try. 

And live in prologues, though his dramas die. 
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Lords too are bards , such things at times befall , 

And 't is some praise in peers to write at ail. 

Yet, did or taste or reason sway the times, 

Ah ! who would take their titles with their rhymes ? 
Roscommon ! Sheffield ! with your spirits fled , 

No future laurels deck a noble head ; 

No muse will cheer, with renovating smile, 

The paralytic puling of Carlisle. 

The puny schoolboy and his early lay 
Men pardon , if his follies pass away ; 

But who forgives the senior’s ceaseless verse, 

Whose hairs grow hoary as his rhymes grow worse ? 
What heterogeneous honours deck the peer! 

Lord, rhymester, petit-maltre, pamphleteer! 

So dull in youth , so drivelling in his age, 

His scenes alone had damn’d our sinking stage ; 

But managers for once cried, “Hold, enough!” 

Nor drugg’d their audience with the tragic stuff. 

Yet at their judgment let his lordship laugh , 

And case his volumes in congenial calf ; 

Yes ! doff that covering , where morocco shines, 

And hang a calf-skin on those recreant lines. 

With you, ye Druids! rich in native lead, 

Who daily scribble for your daily bread ; 

With you I war not : Gifford’s heavy hand 

Has crush’d , without remorse , your numerous band. 

On “ all the talents” vent your venal spleen ; 

Want is your plea , let pity be your screen. 

Let monodies on Fox regale your crew, 

And Melville’s Mantle prove a blanket too ! 

One common Lethe waits each hapless bard , 

And, peace be with you! ’t is your best reward. 

Such damning fame as Dunciads only give 
Could bid your lines beyond a morning live ; 

But now at once your fleeting labours close , 

With names of greater note in blest repose. 
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Far be ’t from me unkindly to upbraid 
The lovely Rosa’s prose in masquerade, 

Whose strains , the faithful echoes of her mind , 

Leave wondering comprehension far behind. 

Though Crusca’s bards no more our journals fill, 

Some stragglers skirmish round the columns still; 

Last of the howling host which once was Bell’s, 

Matilda snivels yet , and Hafiz yells ; 

And Merry’s metaphors appear anew, 

Chain’d to the signature of 0. P. Q. 

When some brisk youth , the tenant of a stall. 
Employs a pen less pointed than his awl , 

Leaves his snug shop , forsakes his store of shoes , 

St. Crispin quits , and cobbles for the muse , 

Heavens ! how the vulgar stare ! how crowds applaud ! 
How ladies read , and literati laud ! 

If chance some wicked wag should pass his jest, 

'T is sheer ill-nature — don’t the world know best? 
Genius must guide when wits admire the rhyme, 

And Capel Lofft declares ’t is quite sublime. 

Hear, then , ye happy sons of needless trade ! 

Swains! quit the plough , resign the useless spade! 
Lo! Burns and Bloomfield, nay, a greater far, 
Gifford was born beneath an adverse star , 

Forsook the labours of a servile state , 

Stemm’d the rude storm , and triumph’d over fate: 
Then why no more? if Phoebus smiled on you, 
Bloomfield ! why not on brother Nathan too? 

Him too the mania , not the muse , has seized ; 

Not inspiration, but a mind diseased : 

And now no boor can seek his last abode ,' 

No common be enclosed without an ode. 

Oh ! since increased refinement deigns to smile 
On Britain’s sons , and bless our genial isle , 

Let poesy go forth , pervade the whole , 

Alike the rustic , and mechanic soul ! 
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Ye tuneful cobblers ! still your notes prolong , 

Compose at once a slipper and a song ; 

So shall the fair your handy work peruse , 

Your sonnets sure shall please — perhaps your shoes. 
May Moorland weavers boast Pindaric skill, 

And tailors’ lays be longer than their bill ! 

While punctual beaux reward the grateful notes, 

And pay for poems — when they pay for coats. 

To the famed throng now paid the tribute due , 
Neglected genius ! let me turn to you. 

Come forth, oh Campbell! give thy talents scope ; 
W’ho dares aspire if thou must cease to hope? 

And thou, melodious Rogers ! rise at last, 

Recall the pleasing memory of the past; 

Arise ! let blest remembrance still inspite , 

And strike to wonted tones thy hallow’d lyre; 

Restore Apollo to his vacant throne , 

Assert thy country’s honour and thine own. 

What ! must deserted Poesy still weep 
Where her last hopes with pious Cowper sleep? 

Unless , perchance, from his cold bier she turns, 

To deck the turf that wraps her minstrel , Rurns ! 

No ! though contempt hath mark’d the spurious brood , 
The race who rhyme from folly, or for food , 

Yet still some genuine sons 't is hers to boast, 

Who , least affecting, still affect the most. 

Feel as they write , and write but as they feel — 

Bear witness Gifford , Sotheby , Macneil. 

“Why slumbers Gifford?” once was ask’d in vaio ; 
Why slumbers Gifford? let us ask again. 

Are there no follies for his pen to purge? 

Are there no fools whose backs demand the scourge? 
Are there no sins for satire’s bard to greet? 

Stalks not gigantic Vice in every street? 

Shall peers or princes tread pollution’s path. 

And ’scape alike the law’s and cause’s wrath? 
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Nor blaze with guilty glare through future time , 
Eternal beacons of consummate crime? 

Arouse thee, Gifford! be thy promise claim'd , 

Make bad men better, or at least ashamed. 

Unhappy White! while life was in its spring, 

And thy young muse just waved her joyous wing, 

The spoiler swept that soaring lyre away , 

Which else had sounded an immortal lay. 

Oh ! what a noble heart was here undone , 

When Science’ self destroy’d her favourite son ! 

Yes , she too much indulged thy fond pursuit , 

She sow’d the seeds, buth death has reap’d the fruit. 
’T was thine own genius gave the Goal blow, 

And help’d to plant the wound that laid thee low : 

So the struck eagle , stretch’d upon the plain , 

No more through rolling clouds to soar again , 

View’d his own feather on the fatal dart, 

And wing’d the shaft that quiver’d in his heart ; 

Keen were his pangs , but keener far to feel 
He nursed the pinion which impell’d the steel ; 

While the same plumage that had warm’d his nest 
Drank the last life -drop of his bleeding breast. 

There be , who say, in these enlighten’d days , 
That splendid lies are all the poet’s praise ; 

That strain’d invention , ever on the wing , 

Alone impels the modern bard to sing: 

’T is true, that all who rhyme — nay, all who write, 
Shrink from that fatal word to genius — trite; 

Yet Truth sometimes will lend her noblest Gres , 

And decorate the verse herself inspires : 

This fact in Virtue’s name let Crabbe attest ; 

Though nature’s sternest painter, yet the best. 

And here let Shee and Genius Gnd a place , 

Whose pen and pencil yield an equal grace; 

To guide whose hand the sister arts combine , 

And trace the poet’s or the painter’s line ; 


Digitized by Google 



SCOTCFI REVIEWERS. 


223 


Whose magic touch can bid the canvass glow 
Or pour the easy rhyme’s harmonious flow; 

While honours, doubly merited, attend 
The poet's rival , but the painter’s friend. 

Blest is the man who dares approach the bower 
Where dwelt the muses at their natal hour; 

Whose steps have press’d, whose eye has mark’d afar. 
The clime that nursed the sons of song and war, 

The scenes which glory still must hover o'er. 

Her place of birth, her own Achaian shore. 

But doubly blest is be whose heart expands 
With hallow’d feelings for those classic lands; 

Who rends the veil of ages long gone by, 

And views their remnants with a poet’s eye ! 

Wright ! ’t was thy happy lot at once to view 
Those shores of glory , and to sing them too ; 

And sure no common muse inspired thy pen 
To hail the land of gods and godlike men. 

And you , associate bards ! who snatch’d to light 
Those gems loo long withheld from modern sight; 
Whose mingling taste combined to cull the wreath 
Where Attic flowers Aonian odours breathe , 

And all their renovated fragrance flung, 

To grace the beauties of your native tongue ; 

Now let those minds, that nobly could transfuse 
The glorious spirit of the Grecian muse , 

Though soft the echo, scorn a borrow’d tone. 

Resign Achaia’s lyre , and strike your own. 

Let these , or such as these , with just applause , 
Restore the muse’s violated laws ; 

But not in flimsy Darwin’s pompous chime , 

That mighty master of unmeaning rhyme, 

Whose gilded cymbals , more adorn’d than clear, 

The eye delighted , but fatigued the ear ; 

In show the simple lyre could once surpass , 

But now , worn down , appear in native brass ; 
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While all his train of hovering sylphs around 
Evaporate in similes and sound : 

Him let them shun , with him let tinsel die : 

False glare attracts , but more offends the eye. 

Yet let them not to vulgar Wordsworth stoop , 

The meanest object of the lowly group , 

Whose verse , of all but childish prattle void , 

Seems blessed harmony to Lamb and Lloyd : 

Let them — but hold , my muse , nor dare to teach 
A strain far, far beyond thy humble reach : 

The native genius with their being given 

Will point the path , and peal their notes to heaven. 

And thou, too, Scott! resign to minstrels rude 
The wilder slogan of a border feud : 

Let others spin their meagre lines for hire ; 

Enough for genius if itself inspire ! 

Let Southey sing , although his teeming muse , 

Prolific every spring, be too profuse; 

Let simple Wordsworth chime his childish verse , 

And brother Coleridge lull the babe at nurse; 

Let spectre-mongcring Lewis aim , at most , 

To rouse the galleries , or to raise a ghost; 

Let Moore still sigh ; let Strangford steal from Moore , 
And swear that Camoens sang such botes of yore ; 

Let Hayley hobble on , Montgomery rave , 

And godly Grahame chant a stupid stave; 

Let sonneteering Bowles his strains refine, 

And whine and whimper to the fourteenth line; 

Let Stott, Carlisle, Matilda, and the rest 
Of Grub-street, and of Grosvenor-place the best, 
Scrawl on , ’till death release us from the strain , 

Or Common Sense assert her rights again. 

But thou , with powers that mock the aid of praise , 
Shouldst leave to humbler bards ignoble lays : 

Thy country's voice , the voice of all the nine , 
Demand a hallow’d harp — that harp is thine. 
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Say ! will not Caledonia’s annals yield 
The glorious record of some nobler field, 

Than the vile foray of a plundering clan , 

Whose proudest deeds disgrace the name of man? 

Or Marmion's acts of darkness , fitter food 
For Sherwood’s outlaw tales of Robin Hood? 

Scotland ! still proudly claim tby native bard. 

And be thy praise his first, his best reward ! 

Yet not with thee alone his name should live , 

But own the vast renown a world can give ; 

Bekuown, perchance, when Albion is no more. 

And tell the tale of what she was before ; 

To future times her faded fame recall, 

And save her glory , though his country fall. 

Yet what avails the sanguine poet’s hope, 

To conquer ages , and with time to cope? 

New eras spread their wings , new nations rise , 

And other victors fill the applauding skies ; 

A few brief generations fleet along, 

, Whose sons forget the poet and his song : 

E’en now , what once-loved minstrels scarce may claim 
The transient mention of a dubious name ! 

When fame’s loud trump hath blown its noblest blast. 
Though long the sound , the echo sleeps at last; 

And glory , like the phoenix 'midst her fires , 

Exhales her odours , blazes, and expires. 

Shall hoary Grants call her sable sons , 

Expert in science , more expert at puns? 

Shall these approach the muse? ah, no! she flies. 
Even from the tempting ore of Seaton’s prize ; 

Though printers condescend the press to soil 
With rhyme by Hoare , and epic blanc by Hoyle : 

Not him whose page , if still upheld by whist, 

Requires no sacred theme to bid us list. 

Ye ! who in Granta’s honours would surpass, 

Must mount her Pegasus , a full-grown ass; 

Lord Jlyron. 111. 13 
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A foal well worthy of her ancient dam , 

Whose Helicon is duller than her Cam. 

There Clarke, still striving piteously “to please,” 
Forgetting doggrel leads not to degrees , 

A would-be satirist , a hired buffoon , 

A monthly scribbler of some low lampoon , 
Condemn’d to drudge , the meanest of the mean , 
And furbish falsehoods for a magazine , 

Devotes to scandal his congenial mind; 

Himself a living libel on mankind. 

Oh ! dark asylum of a Vandal race ! 

At once the boast of learning , and disgrace ! 

So lost to Phoebus , that nor Hodgson’s verse 
Can make thee better, nor poor Hewson’s worse. 
But where fair Isis rolls her purer wave, 

The partial muse delighted loves to lave; 

On her green banks a greener wreath she wove. 

To crown the bards that haunt her classic grove ; 
Where Richards wakes a genuine poet’s fires , 

And modern Britons glory in their sires. 

Forme, who, thus unask’d, have dared to tell 
My country, what her sons should know too well, 
Zeal for her honour bade me here engage 
The host of idiots that infest her age; 

No just applause her honour’d name shall lose, 

As first in freedom , dearest to the muse. 

Oh ! would thy bards but emulate thy fame , 

And rise more worthy, Albion, of thy name! 

What Athens was in science , Rome in power. 

What Tyre appear’d in her meridian hour, 

'T is thine at once, fair Albion! to have been — 
Earth’s chief diclatress, ocean’s lovely queen : 

But Rome decay’d , aud Athens strew’d the plain. 
And Tyre’s proud piers lie shatter’d in the main; 
Like these, thy strength may sink, in ruin hurl’d. 
And Britain fall, the bulwark of the world. 
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But If l me cease , and dread Cassandra’s Tate , 

With warning ever scoff d at, till too late ; 

To themes less lofty still my lay coniine, 

And urge thy bards to gain a name like thine. 

Then , hapless Britaiu ! be thy risers blest. 

The senate’s oracles , the people’s jest ! 

Still hear thy motley orators dispense 
The flowers of rhetoric , though not of sense , 

While Canning's colleagues hale him for his wit. 

And old dame Portland tills the place of Pitt. 

Yet once again, adieu! ere this the sail 
That wafts me. hence is shivering in the gale; 

And Afric’s coast and Calpe’s adverse height , 

And Stamboul’s minarets must greet my sight: 

Thence shall I stray through beauty’s native clime. 

Where Raff is clad in rocks, and crown’d w ith snows sublime. 
But should I back return , no tempting press 
Shall drag my journal from the desk’s recess : 

Let coicombs , printing as they come from far, 

Snatch his own wreath of ridicule from Carr; 

Let Aberdeen and Elgin still pursue 
The shade of fame through regions of virtu ; 

Waste useless thousands on their Phidiun freaks, 

Misshapen monuments and maim’d antiques ; 

And make their grand saloons a general mart 
For all the, mutilated blocks of art. 

Of Dardan tours let dilettanti tell , 

I leave topography to rapid Gell; 

And, quite content, no more shall interpose 
To stun the public ear — at least with prose. 

Thus far I’ve held my undisturb’d career, 

Prepared for rancour, steel'd ’gainst selfish fear 
This thing of rhyme I ne’er disdain’d to own — 

Though not obtrusive, yet not quite unknown : 

My voice was heard again, though not so loud, 

My page , though nameless , never disavow’d ; 

15 * 
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And now at once I tear the veil away : — 

Cheer on the pack ! the quarry stands at bay , 

Unscarcd by all the din of Melbourne house, 

By Lambe’s resentment , or by Holland's spouse , 

By Jeffrey's harmless pistol , Hallam’s rage , 

Edina’s brawny sons and brimstone page. 

Our men in buckram shall have blows enough , 

And feel they too are * 1 penetrable stuflT : ” 

And though I hope not hence unscathed to go, 

Who conquers me shall find a stubborn foe. 

The time hath been , when no harsh sound would fall 
From lips that now f may seem imbued with gall ; 

Nor fools nor follies tempt me to despise 
The meanest thing that crawl’d beneath my eyes. 

But now , so callous grown , so changed since youth , 

I 've learn’d to think , and sternly speak the truth ; 
Learn’d to deride the critic’s starch decree , 

And break him on the wheel he meant for me ; 

To spurn the rod a scribbler bids me kiss , 

Nor care if courts and crowds applaud or hiss : 

Nay more, though all my rival rhymesters frown, 

I too can hunt a poetaster down ; 

And, arm’d in proof, the gauntlet cast at once 
To Scotch marauder, and to southern dunce. 

Thus much I ’ve dared ; if my incondite lay 
Hath wrong’d these righteous times , let others say : 
This, let the world , which knows not how to spare. 
Yet rarely blames unjustly, now declare. 
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THE 

AGE OF BRONZE; 

OR, 

CARMEN SECULARE ET ANNUS HAUD MIRABILIS. 


Inipar Congrettut Achilli. 

1 . 

T he “good old times” — all times when old are good — 
Are gone ; the present might be if they would ; 

Great things have been , and are , and greater still 
Want little of mere mortals but their will : 

A wider space , a greener field , is given 

To those who play their “ tricks before high heaven.” 

I know not if the angels weep , but nteu 
Have wept enough — for what? — to weep again ! 

2 . 

All is exploded — be it good or bad. 

Reader ! remember when thou wert a lad , 

Then Pitt was all; or, if not all, so much. 

His very rival almost deem’d him such. 

We, we have seen the intellectual race 
Of giants stand , like Titans , face to face — 

Athosandlda, with a dashing sea 
Of eloquence between , which flow’d all free , 

As the deep billows of the jEgeau roar 
Betwixt the Hellenic and the Phrygian shore. 

But where are they — the rivals ! — a few feet 
Of sullen earth divide each winding sheet. 
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How peaceful and how powerful is the grave, 

Which hushes all ! a calm , unstormy wave , 

Which oversweeps the world. The theme is old 
Of “dust to dust;” but halfiits tale untold: 

Time tempers not its terrors — still the worm 
Winds its- cold folds, the tomb preserves its form , 

Varied above , but still alike below ; 

The urn may shine , the ashes will not glow , 

Though Cleopatra’s mummy cross the sea 
O'er which from empire she lured Anthony ; 

Though Alexander’s urn a show be grown , 

On shores he wept to conquer, though unknown — 

How vain, how worse than vain , at length appear 
The madman’s wish, the Macedonian’s tear! 

He wept for worlds to conquer — half the earth 
Kilows not his name , or but his death , and birth , 

And desolation ; while his native Greece 
Hath all of desolation , save its peace. 

He “ wept for worlds to conquer ! ’’ he who ne’er 
Conceived the globe , he panted not to spare! 

With even the busy'Nortbern Isle unknown , 

Winch holds his urn , and never knew his throne. 

3. 

But where is he , the modern , ■ mightier far , 

Who , born no king , made- monarchs draw his car ; 

The new Sesostris , whose unharness’d kings , 

Freed from the bit, believe themselves with wings, 

And spurn the dust o’er which they crawl’d of late. 

Chain’d to the chariot of the chieftain’s state? 

Yes ! where is he , the champion and the child 
Of all that ’s great or little, wise or wild? 

W’hose game was empires , and whose stakes were thrones? 
Whose table earth — whose dice were human bones? 

Behold the grand resuk in yon lone isle, 

And , as thy nature urges , weep or smile. 

Sigh to behold the eagle’s lofty rage 
Reduced to nibble at his narrow cage ; 
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Smile to survey the queller of the nations 
Now daily squabbling o'er disputed rations ; 

Weep to perceive him mourning, as he dines, 

O’er curtail'd dishes and o’er stinted wines ; 

O’er petty quarrels upon petty things. 

Is this the man who scourged or feasted kings? 
Behold the scales in which his fortune hangs, 

A surgeon’s statement, and an earl's harangues? 

A bust delay’d , a book refused , can shake 
The sleep of him who kept the world awake. 

Is this indeed the tamer of the great, 

Now slave of all could tease or irritate — 

The paltry gaoler and the prying spy , 

The staring stranger with his note-book nigh? 
Plunged in a dungeon , he had still been great; 

How low , how little was this middle state , 

Between a prison and a palace, where 
How few could feel for what he had to bear ! 

Tain his complaint, — my lord presents his bill, 

His food and wine were doled out duly still : 

Vain was his sickness , never was a clime 
So free from homicide — to doubt 's a crime; 

And the stiff surgeon , w ho maintain’d his cause , 
Hath lost his place , and gain’d the w orld’s applause. 
But smile — though all the pangs of brain and heart 
Disdain, defy, the tardy aid of art; 

Though , save the few fond friends and imaged face 
Of that fair boy his sire shall ne’er embrace. 

None stand by his low' bed — though even the mind 
Be wavering , which long awed and awes mankind • 
Smile — for the fetter’d eagle breaks his chain, 

And higher worlds than this are his again. 

4 . 

How , if that soaring spirit still retain 
A conscious twilight of his blazing reign , 

How must he smile, on looking down, to see 
The little that he was and sought to be 2 
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What though his name a wider empire found 
Than his ambition , though with scarce a bound ; 
Though first in glory, deepest in reverse. 

He tasted empire’s blessings and its curse ; 

Though kings, rejoicing in their late escape 
From chains , would gladly be their tyrant’s ape; 
How must he smile, and turn to yon lone grave. 
The proudest sea-mark that o’ertops the wave! 
What though his gaoler, duteous to the last. 
Scarce deem’d the coffin’s lead could keep him fast 
Refusing one poor line along the lid , 

To date the birth and death of all it hid ; 

That name shall hallow the ignoble shore , 

A talisman to all save him who bore : 

The fleets that sweep before the eastern blast 
Shall hwr their sea-boys hail it from the mast; 
When Victory’s Gallic column shall but rise, 

Like Pompey’s pillar , in a desert’s skies, 

The rocky isle that holds or held his dust 
Shall crown the Atlantic like the hero’s bust, 

And mighty nature o’er his obsequies 
Do more than niggard envy still denies. 

But what are these to him? Can glory’s lust 
Touch the freed spirit or the fetter’d dust? 

Small care hath he of what his tomb consists ; 
Nought if he sleeps — nor more if he exists • 

Alike the better-seeing shade will smile 
On the rude cavern of the rocky isle , 

As if his ashes found their latest home 
In Rome’s Pantheon or Gaul’s mimic dome. 

He wants not this ; but France shall feel the want 
Of this last consolation , though so scant; 

Her honour, fame, and faith demand his bones, 
To rear above a pyramid of thrones ; 

Or carried onward in the battle’s van , 

To form , like Guesclin's dust, her talisman. 
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But be it as it is — the time may come 

His name shall beat the alarm , like Ziska’s drum. 

5 . 

Oh heaven ! of which he was in power a feature ; 

Oh earth ! of which he was a noble creature ; 

Thou isle ! to be remember’d long and well , 

That saw’s't the unfledged eaglet chip his shell ! 

Ye Alps , which view’d him in his dawning flights 
Hover, the victor of a hundred fights ! 

Thou Rome, who saw’st thy Cssar’s deeds outdone! 
Alas ! why pass’d he too the Rubicon — 

The Rubicon of man's awaken’d rights , 

To herd with vulgar kings and parasites? 

Egypt! from whose all dateless tombs arose 
Forgotten Pharaohs from their long repose, 

And shook within their pyramids to hear 
A new Cambyses thundering in their ear; 

While the dark shades of forty ages stood 
Like startled giants by Nile's famous flood; 

Or from the pyramid’s tall pinnacle 
Beheld the desert peopled , as from hell , 

With clashing hosts, jvho strew’d the barren sand 
To re-manure the uncultivated land ! 

Spain! which, a moment mindless of the Cid , 
Beheld his banner flouting thy Madrid ! 

Austria ! which saw thy twice-ta’en capital 
Twice spared to be the traitress of his fall ! 

Ye race of Frederic! — Frederics but in name 
And falsehood — heirs to all except his fame ; 

Who, crush’d at Jena , crouch’d at Berlin, fell 
First, and but rose to follow ! Ye who dwell 
Where Kosciusko dwelt, remembering yet 
The unpaid amount of Catherine’s bloody debt! 
Poland ! o’er which the avenging angel past, 

But left thee as he found thee , still a waste , 
Forgetting all thy still enduring claim , 

Thy lotted people and extinguish’d name, 
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Thy sigh for freedom , thy long-flowing tear, 

That sound that crashes in the tyrant’s ear — 
Kosciusko ! On — on — on — the thirst of war 
Gasps for the gore of serfs and of their czar. 

The half barbaric Moscow’s minarets 
Gleam in the sun , but ’t is a suu that sets ! 

Moscow ! thou limit of his long career , 

For which rude Charles had wept his frozen tear 
To see in vain — he saw thee — how? with spire 
And palace fuel to one common fire. 

To this the soldier lent his kindling match , 

To this the peasant gave his cottage thatch , 

To this the merchant flung his hoarded store. 

The prince his half — and Moscow was uo morel 
Sublimest of volcanos ! Etna’s flame 
Pales before thine , and quenchless Heela ’s tame ; 
Vesuvius shows his blaze, an usual sight 
For gaping tourists, from his hackney’d height 
Thou sland’st alone unrivaU’d , till the fire 
To come, in which all empires shall expire ! 

* 

Thou other element ! as strong and stern , 

To teach a lesson conquerors will not learn ! — 
Whose icy wing flapp’d o’er the faltering foe, 

Till fell a hero w ith each flake of snow ; 

How did thy numbing beak and silent fang 
Pierce, till hosts perish'd with a single pang! 

In vain shall Seine look up along his banks 
For the gay thousands of his dashing ranks! 

In vain shall France recall beneath her vines 
Her youth — their blood flows faster than her wines; 
Or stagnant in their human ice remains — 

In frozen mummies on the Polar plains. 

In vain will Italy’s broad sun awaken 

Her offspring chill’d ; its beams are now forsaken. 

Of all the trophies gather'd from the war. 

What shall return? — the conqueror’s broken car! 
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The conqueror's yet unbroken heart! Again 
The born of Roland sounds, and not in vain. 
Lutzen, where fell the Swede of victory, 

Beholds him conquer , but, alas! not die: 

Dresden surveys three despots fly once more* 

Before their sovereign , — sovereign as before; 

But there exhausted Fortune quits the field, 

And Leipsic’s treason bids the unvanquish’d yield ; 
The Saxon jackal leaves the lion’s side 
To turn the bear’s , and wolfs, and fox’s guide; 
And backward to the den of his despair 

The forest monarch shrinks , but finds no lair ! 

\ 

Oh ye! and each, and all! Oh France! who found 
Thy long fair fields , plough’d up as hostile ground , 
Disputed foot by foot, till treason , still 
His only victor, from Montmartre's hill 
Look’d down o’er trampled Paris! and thou Isle, 
Which seest Etruria from thy ramparts smile , 

Thou momentary shelter of his pride, 

Till woo’d by danger , his yet weeping bride ! 

Oh, France! retaken by a single march, 

Whose path was through one long triumphal arch ! 
Oh , bloody and most bootless Waterloo! 

Which proves how fools may have their fortune too, 
Won half by blunder, half by treachery : 

Oh , dull Saint Helen ! with thy gaoler nigh — 
Hear! hear Prometheus from his rock appeal 
To earth, air, ocean, all that felt or feel 
His power and glory , all who yet shall hear 
A name eternal as the rolling year; 

He feaches them the lesson taught so long, 

So oft , so vainly — learn to do no wrong ! 

A single step into the right had made 
This man the Washington of worlds betray'd*: 

A single step into the wrong has given 
His name a doubt to all the winds of heaven; 
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The reed of Fortune , and of thrones the rod , 

Of Fame the Moloch or the demigod ; 

His country’s Caesar , Europe’s Hannibal , 

Without their decent dignity of fall. 

Yet Vanity herself had better taught 
A surer path even to the fame he sought, 

By pointing out on history’s fruitless page 
Ten thousand conquerors for a single sage. 

While Franklin’s quiet memory climbs to heaven. 
Calming the lighluing which he thence hath riven, 

Or drawing from the no less kindled earth 
Freedom and peace to that which boasts his birth; 

While Washington ’s a watchword , such as ne’er 
Shall sink while there ’s an echo left to air: 

While even the Spaniard’s thirst of gold and war 
Forgets Pizarro to shout Bolivar ! 

Alas ! why must the same Atlantic wave 
Which wafted freedom gird a tyrant’s grave — 

The king of kings, and yet of slaves the slave, 

Who bursts the chains of millions to renew 
The very fetters which his arm broke through, 

And crush’d the rights of Europe and his own. 

To flit between a dungeon and a throne? 

6 . 

But ’t will not be — the spark ’s awaken'd — lo ! 

The swarthy Spaniard feels his former glow; 

The same high spirit which beat back the Moor 
Through eight long ages of alternate gore 
Revives — and where? in that avenging clime 
Where Spain was once synonymous with crime, 

W’here Cortes’ and Pizarro’s banner flew , 

The infant world redeems her name of '•'■New.” 

’T is the old aspiration breathed afresh, 

To kindle souls within degraded flesh , 

Such as repulsed the Persian from the shore 

Where Greece was — No ! she still is Greece once more. 

One common cause makes myriads of one breast, 
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Slaves of the east, or helots of the west; 

On Andes’ and on Alhos' peaks unfurl’d , 

The self-same standard streams o’er either world; 
The Athenian wears again Harmodius’ sword ; 

The Chili chief abjures his foreign lord ; 

The Spartan knows himself once more a Greek, 
Young Freedom plumes the crest of each cacique ; 
Debating despots , hemm’d on cither shore, 

Shrink vainly from the roused Atlantic’s roar; 
Through Calpe’s strait the rolling tides advance, 
Sweep slightly by the half-tamed land of France, 
Dash o’er the old Spaniard’s cradle , and would fain 
Unite Ausonia to the mighty main : 

But driven from thence awhile, yet not for aye. 

Break o’er th’ zF’.gean , mindful of the day 
Of Salainis ! — there , there the waves arise, 

Not to be lull’d by tyrant victories. 

Lone, lost, abandon’d in their utmost need 
By Christians , unto whom they gave their creed , 

The desolated lands , the ravaged isle , 

The foster’d feud encouraged to beguile, 

The aid evaded , and the cold delay, 

Prolong'd but in the hope to make a prey; — 

These , these shall tell the tale , and Greece can show 
The false friend worse than the infuriate foe. 

But this is well : Greeks only should free Greece, 

Not the barbarian , with his mask of peace. 

How should the autocrat of bondage be 
The king of serfs, and set the nations free? 

Better still serve the haughty Mussulman, 

Than swell the Cossaque’s prowling caravan; 

Better stili toil for masters , than await , 

The slave of slaves, before a Russian gate, — 
Number d by hordes, a human capital, 

A live estate , existing but for thrall , 

J-oUed by thousands, as a meet reward 
^or the first courtier in the Czar’s regard ; 
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While their immediate owner never tastes 
His sleep , sans dreaming of Siberia’s wastes ; 

Better succumb even to their own despair , 

And drive the camel than purvey the bear. 

« 7. 

But not alone within the hoariest clime 

Where Freedom dates her birth with that of Time , 

And not alone where, plunged in night, a crowd 
Of Incas darken to a dubious cloud , 

The dawn revives: reno\yn’d, romantic Spain 
Holds back the invader from her soil again. 

Not now the Roman tribe nor Punic horde 
Demand her fields as lists to prove the sword ; 

Not now the Vandal or the Visigoth 
Pollute the plains , alike abhorring both ; 

Nor old Pelayo on his mountain rears 
The warlike fathers of a thousand years. 

That seed is sown and reap’d , as oft the Moor 
Sighs to remember on his dusky shore. 

Long in the peasant’s song pr poet’s page 
Has dwelt the memory of Abencerrage ; 

The Zegri , and the captive victors , flung 

Back to the barbarous realm from whence they sprung. 

But these are gone — their faith , their swords their sway , 
Yet left more anti-christian foes than they: 

The bigot monarch aqd the butcher priest , 

The Inquisition , with her burning feast, 

The faith’s red “ auto, ” fed with human fuel. 

While sate the catholic Moloch , calmly cruel , 

Enjoying , with inexorable eye , 

That fiery festival of agony ! 

The stern or feeble sovereign , one or both 
By turns ; the haughtiness whose pride was sloth : 

The long degenerate noble ; the debased 
Hidalgo, and the peasant less disgraced, 

But more degraded ; the unpeopled realm ; 

The once proud navy which forgot the helm; 
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The once impervious phalanx disarray’d ; 

The idle forge that form’d Toledo's blade; 

The foreign wealth that (low’d on ev’ry shore , 

Save hers who earn’d it with the natives’ gore ; 

The very language which might vie with Rome’s, 

And once was known to nations like their homes, 
Neglected or forgotten : — such was Spain ; 

But such she is not , nor shall be again. 

These worst, these home invaders, felt and feel 
The new Nimanline soul of old Castile. 

Up! upagtin! undaunted Tauridor! 

The bull of Phalaris renews his roar ; 

Mount, chivalrous Hidalgo! not in vain 
Revive the cy — “ Iago ! and close Spain ! ” 

Yes , close ler with your armed bosoms round, 

And form th> barrier which Napoleon found , — 

The extermiLating war, the desert plain , 

The streets w thout a tenant, save the slain ; 

The wild siern, with its wilder troop 
Of vulture-pluned guerrillas, on the stoop 
For their incessmt prey; the desperate wall 
Of Saragossa , nightiest in her fall ; 

The man nerved 10 a spirit, and the maid 
Waving her more than Amazonian blade ; 

The knife of Arragon , Toledo’s steel ; 

The famous lince of chivalrous Castile; 

The unerring rifle of the Catalan ; 

The Andalusian courser in the van ; 

The torch t» make a Moscow of Madrid ; 

And in earn heart the spirit of the Cid : — 

Such hav; been, such shall be, such arc. Advance, 
And win — not Spain, but thine own freedom , France! 

8 . 

But lo! a Congress! What! that hallow’d name 
Which freed the Atlantic? May w r e hope the same 
For o itworn JEurope? With the sound arise, 

C/ke Samuel's shade to Saul's monarchic eyes, 
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The prophets of young Freedom , summon’d far 
From climes of Washington andBolivar; 

Henry , the forest-born Demosthenes , 

Whose thunder shook the Philip of the seas ; 

And stoic Franklin’s energetic shade, 

Robed in the lightnings which his hand allay’d; 

And Washington, the tyrant-tamer, wake, 

To bid us blush for these old chains , or break. 

But who compose this senate of the few 
That should redeem the many? ff ho renew 
This consecrated name , till now assign’d 
To councils held to benefit mankind? 

Who now assemble at the holy call? 

The blest Alliapce, which says three are all ! 

An earthly trinity! which wears the shape 
Of heaven’s , as man is miraick’d by the ape. 

A pious unity! in purpose one — 

To melt three fools to a Napoleon. 

Why, Egypt's gods were rational to these; 

Their dogs and oxen knew their own degrees, 

And, quiet in their kennel or their shed, 

Cared little, so that they were duly feds; 

But these , more hungry , must have somefaing more 
The power to bark and bite, to toss and gore. 

Ah ! how much happier w ere good yEsop’s frogs 
Than we ! for ours are animated logs , 

With ponderous malice swaying to and fro, 

And crushing nations with a stupid blow; 

All dully anxious to leave little work 
Unto the revolutionary stork. 

9. 

Thrice blest Verona ! since the holy three 
With their imperial presence shine on thee; 

Honour’d by them , thy treacherous site forgets 
The vaunted tomb of “ all the Capulets ; ” 

Thy Scaligers — for w hat was “ Dog the Great 
“ Can Grande , ” (which I venture to translate ,) 
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To these soblimer pugs? Thy poet too, 

Catullus, whose old laurels yield to new; 

Thine amphitheatre , where Romans sate; 

And Dante’s exile shelter’d by thy .gate; 

Thy good old man , whose world was all within 
Thy wall, nor knew the country held him in : 

Would that the royal guests it girds about 
Were so far like , as never to get out ! 

shout ! inscribe ! rear monuments of shame , 

To tell Oppression that the world is tame 1 
Crowd to the theatre with loyal rage , 

The comedy is not upon the stage ; 

The show is rich in ribandry and stars, 

Then gaze upon it through thy dungeon bars; 

Clap thy permitted palms, kind Italy, 

For thus much still thy fetter’d hands are free ! 

10 . 

Resplendent sight ! Behold the coxcomb Czar , 

The autocrat of waltzes and of war ! 

As eager for a plaudit as a realm , 

And just as fit for flirting as the helm ; 

A Calmuck beauty with a Cossack wit, 

And generous spirit, when ’t is not frost-bit; 

Now half dissolving to a liberal thaw, 

But harden'd back whene’er the morning 's raw; 

With no objection to true liberty, 

Except that it would make the nations free. 

How well the imperial dandy prates of peace! 

How fain , if Greeks would be his slaves , free Greece 
How nobly gave he back the Poles their Diet, 

Then told pugnacious Poland to be quiet! 

How kindly would he send the mild Ukraine, 

With all her pleasant pulks, to lecture Spain! 

How royally show off in proud Madrid 
His goodly person , from the South long hid ! 

A blessing cheaply purchased , the world knows, 

By having Muscovites for friends or foes. 

Lord Byron. HI. 
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Proceed , thou namesake of great Philip’s son ! 

La Harpe, thine Aristotle, beckons on; 

And that which Scythia was to him of yore 
Find with thy Scithians on Iberia’s shore. 

Yet think upon, thou somewhat aged youth , 

Thy predecessor on the banks of Pruth ; 

Thou hast to aid thee, should his lot be thine, 

Many an old woman, but no Catherine. 

Spain, too, hath rocks, and rivers, and defiles — 
The bear may rush into the lion’s toils. 

Fatal to Goths are Xeres’ sunny fields; 

Think’st thou to thee Napoleon’s victor yields? 

Belter reclaim thy deserts, turn thy swords 
To ploughshares , shave and wash thy Bashkir hordes, 
Redeem thy realms from slavery and the knout, 

Than follow headlong in the fatal route, 

To infest the clime whose skies and laws are pure 
With thy foul legions. Spain wants no manure : 

Her soil is fertile , but she feeds no foe ; 

Her vultures, too, were gorged not long ago; 

And wouldst thou furnish them with fresher prey? 
Alas ! thou wilt not conquer , but purvey. 

I am Diogenes, though Russ and Hun 
Stand between mine and many a myriad’s sun ; 

But were I not Diogenes, I ’d wander 
Rather a worm than such an Alexander! 

Be slaves who will , the cynic shall be free; 

His tub hath tougher walls than Sinopfe : 

Still will he hold his lantern up to scan 
The face of monarchs for an “ honest man.” 

11 . 

And what doth G?iul , the all-prolific land 
Of neplus ultra ultras and their band 
Of mercenaries? and her noisy chambers 
And tribune, which each orator first clambers 
Before he finds a voice, and when 't is found, 

Hears “the lie” echo for his answer round? 
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Our Britsh Commons sometimes deign to “ hear ! ” 

A Gallic senate hath more tongue than ear; 

Even Constant, their sole master of debate, 

Must fight next day his speech to vindicate. 

But this costs little to true Franks, who had rather 
Comhal than listen , were it to their father. 

What is the simple standing of a shot, 

To listening long, and interrupting not? 

Though this was not the method of old Rome, 

When Tully fulmined o’er each vocal dome , 
Demosthenes has sanction’d the transaction. 

In saying eloquence meaot “Action, action!” 

12 . 

But where 's the monarch? hath he dined? or yet 
Groans beneath indigestion’s heavy debt? 

Have revolutionary pat£s risen , 

And turn’d the royal entrails to a prison? 

Have discontented movements slirr’d the troopS? 

Or have no movements follow’d traitorous soups? 
Have Carbonaro cooks not carbonadoed 
Each course enough? or doctors dire dissuaded 
Repletion? Ah! in thy dejected looks 
I read all France’s treason in her cooks ! 

Good classic Louis! is it, canst thou say, 

Desirable to be the “Desir<5?” 

Why wouldst thou leave calm Hartwell’s green abode, 
Apician table, and Horatian ode, 

To rule a people who will nor be ruled, 

And love much rather to be scourged than school’d? 
Ah ! thine was not the temper or the taste 
For thrones ; the table sees thee better placed : 

A mild Epicurean, form’d, at best, 

To be a kind host and as go6d a guest , 

To talk of letters , and to know by heart 
One ha{f the poet’s, all the gourmand’s art; 

A scholar always, now and then a wit, 

And gentle when digestion may permit; — 

16 * 
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But no to govern lands enslaved or free; 

The gout was martyrdom enough for thee. 

13. 

Shall noble Albion pass without a phrase 
From a bold Briton in her wonted praise? 

“Arts — arms — and George — and glory — and the isles — 
And happy Britain — wealth — and Freedom’s smiles — 
While cliffs , that held invasion far aloof — 

Contented subjects, all alike tax-proof — 

Proud Wellington , with eagle beak so curl'd , 

That nose, the hook where he suspends the world ! 

And Waterloo — and trade — and — (hush ! not yet “ 

A syllable of imposts or of debt) — 

And ne’er (enough) lamented Castlereagh , 

Whose penknife slit a goose-quill t’ other day — 

And ‘pilots who have weather’d every storm ’ — 

(But, no, not even for rhyme’s sake , name Reform)." 

These are the themes thus sung so oft before, 

Methinks we need not sing them any more ; 

Found in so many volumes far and near, 

There ’s no occasion you should find them here. 

Yet something may remain perchance to chime 
With reason, and, what ’s stranger still, with rhyme. 

Even this thy genius, Canning! may permit, 

Who, bred a statesman, still wast born a wit, 

And never, even in that dull House, couldst tame 
To uuleaven’d prose thine own poetic flame ; 

Our last, our best, our only orator, 

Even I can praise thee — Tories do no more : 

Nay, not so much ; — they hate thee , man , because 
Thy spirit less upholds them than it awes. 

The hounds will gather to their huntsman’s hollo , 

And where he leads the duteous pack will follow ; 

But not for love mistake their yelling cry ; 

Their yelp for game is not an eulogy ; 

Less faithful far than the four-footed pack, 

A dubious scent would lure the bipeds back. 
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Thy saddle-girths are not yet quite secure , 

Nor royal stallion’s feet extremely sure; 

The unwieldy old white horse is apt at last 
To stumble , kick, and now and then stick fast 
With his great self and rider in the mud : 

But what of that? the animal shows blood. 

14 . 

Alas, the country ! how shall tongue or pen 
' Bewail her now wncountry gentlemen? 

The last to bid the cry of w arfare cease , , 

The first to make a malady of peace. 

For what were all these country patriots born? 

To hunt, and vote, and raise the price of corn? 

But corn , like every mortal thing, must fall , 

Kings, conquerors, and markets most of all. 

And must ye fall with every ear of grain? 

Why would you trouble Buonaparte’s reign? 

He was your great Triptolemus ; his vices 
Destroy’d but realms , and still maintain’d your prices; 
He amplified to every lord’s content 
The grand agrarian alchymy, hight rent. 

Why did the tyrant stumble on the Tartars, 

And lower wheat to such desponding quarters? 

Why did you chain him on yon isle so lone? 

The man was w orth much more upon his throne. 

True, blood and treasure boundlessly were spilt, 

But what of that? the Gaul may bear the guilt; 

But bread was high , the farmer paid his way, 

And acres told upon the appointed day. 

But where is now the goodly audit ale? 

The purse-proud tenant, never known to fail? 

The farm which never yet was left on hand? 

The march reclaim’d to most improving land? 

The impatient hope of the expiring lease? 

The doubling rental ? What an evil ’s peace ! 

In vain the prize excites the ploughman’s skill , 

In vain the Commons pass their patriot bill ; 
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The landed interest — (you may understand 
The phrase much better leading out the land) — 

The land self-interest groans from shore to shore , 

For fear that plenty should attain the poor. 

Up, up again, ye rents! exalt your notes , 

Or else the ministry will lose their votes , 

And patriotism , so delicately nice , 

Her loaves will lower to the market price ; 

For ah! “ the loaves and fishes ,” once so high, 

Are gone — their oven closed , their'oeean dry , 

And nought remains of all the millions spent, 

Excepting to grow moderate and content. 

They who are not so , had their turn — and turn 
About still flows from Fortune’s equal urn ; 

Now let their virtue belts own reward , 

And share the blessings which themselves prepared. 

See these inglorious Cincinnati swarm; 

Farmers of war, dictators of the farm; 

Their ploughshare was the sword in hireling hands , 

Their fields manured by gore of other lands ; 

Safe in their barns , these Sabine tillers sent 
Their brethren out to battle — why? for rent! 

Year after year they voted cent, per cent. , 

Blood, sweat, and tear-wrung millions — why? forrent! 
They roar’d , they dined , they drank , they sw ore they meant 
To die for England — why then live? — for rent ! 

The peace has made one general malcontent 
Of these high-market patriots ; w ar was rent ! 

Their love of country , millions all mis-spent , 

How reconcile? by reconciling rent! 

And will they not repay the treasures lent? 

No : down with every thing , and up with rent! 

Their good, ill, health, wealth, joy, or discontent. 

Being, end, aim, religion — rent, rent, rent! 

Thou sold’st thy birthright , Esau ! for a mess ; 

Thou shouldst have gotten more , or eaten less ; 

Now thou hast swill’d thy pottage , thy demands 
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Are idle ; Israel says the bargain stands. 

Such , landlords ! was your appetite for war, 

And , gorged with blood , you grumble at a scar ! 

What ! would they spread their earthquake even o’er cash? 

And when land crumbles, bid firm paper crash? 

So rent may rise , bid bank and nation fall , 

And found on ’Change a Fundling Hospital? 

Lo, Mother Church, while all religion writhes, 

LikeNiobe, weeps o’er her offspring, Tithes; 

The prelates go to — where the saints have gone, 

And proud pluralities subside to oue; 

Church , state , and faction wrestle in the dark , 

Toss’d by the deluge in their common ark.' 

Shorn of her bishops , banks , and dividends , 

Another Babel soars — but Britain ends. 

And why? to pamper the self-seeking wants , 

And prop the hill of these agrarian ants. 

“Go to these ants, thou sluggard , and be wise;" 

Admire their patience through each sacrifice, 

Till taught to feel the lesson of their pride , 

The price of taxes and of homicide ; 

Admire their justice, which would fain deny 
The debt of nations : — pray who made it high? 

15 . 

Or turn to sail between those shifting rocks, 

The new Symplegades — the crushing Stocks, 

Where Midas might again his wish behold 
In real paper or imagined gold. 

That magic palace of Alciua shows 
More wealth than Britain ever had to lose, 

Were all her atoms of unleaven’d ore , 

And all her pebbles from Pactolus’ shore. 

There Fortune plays , while Rumour holds the stake, 

And the world trembles to bid brokers break. 

How rich is Britain ! not indeed in mines, 

Or peace or plenty , corn or oil, or wines; 

No land of Canaan , full of milk and honey , 
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Nor (save in paper shekels) ready money: 

But let us not to own the truth refuse, 

Was ever Christian land so rich in Jews? 

Those parted with their teeth to good King John , 

And now, ye kings! they kindly draw your own; 

All states, all things , all sovereigns they control , 
And waft a loan “ from Indus to the pole.” 

The banker — broker — baron — brethren , speed 
To aid these bankrupt tyrants in their need. 

Nor these alone ; Columbia feels no less 
Fresh speculations follow each success ; 

And philanthropic Israel deigns to drain . 

Her mild per-centage from exhausted Spain. 

Not without Abraham’s seed can Russia march ; 

'T is gold, not steel, that rears the conqueror’s arch. 
Two Jews, a chosen people, can command , 

In every realm their scripture-promised land : — 

Two Jews keep down the Romans , and uphold 
The accursed Hun , more brutal than of old : 

Two Jews — but not Samaritans — direct 
The world , with all the spirit of their sect. 

What is the happiness of earth to them? 

A congress form their “New Jerusalem ,” 

Where baronies and orders both invite — 

Oh, holy Abraham! dost thou see the sight? 

Thy followers mingling with these royal swine. 

Who spit not “ on their Jewish gaberdine ,” 

But honour them as portion of the show — 

(Where now, oh pope ! is thy forsaken toe? 

Could it not favour Judah with some kicks? 

Or has it ceased to “kick against the pricks?”) 

On Shylock’s shore behold them stand afresh, 

To cut from nations’ hearts their “pound of flesh.” 

16 . 

Strange sight this Congress ! destined to unite 
All that ’s incongruous, all that ’s opposite. 

I speak not of the Sovereigns — they ’re alike , 
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A common coin as ever mint could strike ! 

But those who sway the puppets, pull the strings. 
Have more of motley than their heavy kings. 

Jews, authors, generals, charlatans, combine. 
While Europe wonders at the vast design : 

There Metternich , power’s foremost parasite. 
Cajoles; there Wellington forgets to tight; 

There Chateaubriand forms new books of martyrs; 
And subtle Greeks intrigue for stupid Tartars ; 
There Montmorenci , the sworn foe to charters, 
Turns a diplomatist of great eclat , 

To furnish articles for the “ D^bats ; " 

Of war so certain — yet not quite so sure 
As his dismissal in the “Monitcur.” 

Alas ! how could his cabinet thus err? 

Can peace be worth an ultra-minister? 

He falls indeed , perhaps to rise again , 

“Almost as quickly as he conquer’d Spain.” 

17. 

Enough of this — a sight more mournful woos 
The averted eye of the reluctant muse 
The imperial daughter, the. imperial bride, 

The imperial victim — sacrilice to pride ; 

The mother of the hero’s hope , the boy , 

The young Astyanax of modern Troy; 

The still pale shadow of the loftiest queen 
Thal earth has yet to see, or e’er hath seen ; 

She flits amidst the phantoms of the hour, 

The theme of pity, and the wreck of power. 

Oh, cruel mockery ! Could not Austria spare 
A daughter! What did France’s widow there? 
Her fitter place was by St. Helen’s wave , 

Her only throne is in Napoleon’s grave. 

But , no , — she still must hold a petty reign , 
Flank’d by her formidable chamberlain ; 

The martial Argus , whose not hundred eyes 
Must watch her through these paltry pageantries. 
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What though she share no more, and shared in vain, 

A sway surpassing that of Charlemagne , 

Which swept from Moscow to the southern seas ! 

Yet still she rules the pastoral realm of cheese , 

W’here Parma views the traveller resort 
To note the trappings of her mimic court. 

But she appears ! Verona sees her shorn 

Of all her beams — while nations gaze and mourn — 

Ere yet her husband’s ashes have had time 
To chill in their inhospitable clime ; 

(If e’er those awful ashes can grow cold ; — 

But no , — their embers soon will burst the mould ; ) 

She comes! — the Andromache (but not Racine’s, 

Nor Homer’s ,) — Lo ! on Pyrrhus’ arm she leans ! 

Yes ! the right arm , yet red from Waterloo , 

Which cut her lord’s half-shatter’d sceptre through. 

Is offer’d and accepted ! Could a slave 

I)o more? or less? — and he in his new grave ! 

Her eye , her cheek , betray no inward strife, • 

And the e;e-empress grows as ex a wife ! 

So much for human ties in royal breasts ! 

Why spare men’s feelings , w hen their ow n are jests? 

18 . 

But, tired of foreign follies, I turn home, 

And sketch the group — the picture ’s yet to come. 

My muse ’gan weep, but, ere a tear was spilt , 

She caught Sir William Curtis in a kilt ! 

While throng’d the chiefs of every Highland clan 
To hail their brother , Vich Ian Alderman 1 
Guildhall grows Gael, and echoes with Erse roar, 

W’hile all the Common Council cry “Claymore!” 

To see proud Albyn’s tartans as a belt 
Gird the gross sirloin of a city Celt, 

She burst into a laughter so extreme , 

That I awoke — and lo ! it was no dream ! 

Here , reader, will we pause : — if there ’s no harm in 
This first — you ’ll have, perhaps, a second “Carmen.” 
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HINTS FROM HORACE: 

BEING AN ALLUSION IN ENGLISH VERSE TO THE EPISTLE 
“AD PISONES, DE ARTE POETICA," AND INTENDED AS A 
SEQUEL TO “ENGLISH BARDS AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS.” 


— “Ergo fungar vice cotis, acutum 
Reddere quae ferrum valet, exsors ipsa secandi." 

Hor. De Arte Poet. 

“Rhymes are difficult things — they are stubborn things , Sir.” 

iFiRLniBG’s Amelia. 


Athens. Capuchin Convent, March 12. 1811. 

Who would not laugh , if Lawrence, hired to grace 
His costly canvass with each flatter’d face. 

Abused his art, till Nature, with a blush, 

Saw cits grow centaurs underneath his brush? 

Or , should some limner join , for show or sale , 

A maid of honour to a mermaid's tail? ' 

Or low Dubost — as ouce the world has seen — 

Degrade God’s creatures in his graphic spleen? 

Not all that forced politeness , which defends 
Fools in their faults , could gag his grinning friends. 
Believe me , Moschus , like that picture seems 
The book which , sillier than a sick man’s dreams , 

Displays a crowd of figures incomplete , 

Poetic nightmares, without head or feet. 

Poets and painters , as all artists know , 

May shoot a little with a lengthen’d bow; 

We claim this mutual mercy for our task , 

And grant in turn the pardon which we ask ; 

But make not monsters spring from gentle dams — 

Birds breed not vipers, tigers nurse not lambs. 
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A labour’d, long exordium , sometimes tends 
(Like patriot speeches) but to paltry ends ; 

And nonsense in a lofty note goes down 
As pertness passes with a legal gown: 

Thus many a bard describes in pompous strain 
The clear brook babbling through the goodly plain : 

The groves of Granta, and her gothic halls , 

King’s Coll., Cam’s stream, stain’d windows and old walls ; 
Or, in advent’rous numbers, neatly aims 
To paint a rainbow, or — the river Thames. 

You sketch a tree, and so perhaps may shine 

But daub a shipwreck like an alehouse sign ; 

You plan a vase — it dwindles to a pot; 

Then glide down Grub-street — fasting and forgot; 

Laugh'd into Lethe by some quaint Review, 

Whose wit is never troublesome till — true. 

In fine , to whatsoever you aspire , 

Let it at least be simple and entire. 

The greater portion of the rhyming tribe 
(Give ear, my friend , for thou hast been a scribe) 

Are led astray by some peculiar lure. 

I labour to be brief — become obscure; 

One falls while following elegance too fast; 

Another soars , inflated with bombast ; 

Too low a third crawls on, afraid to fly, 

He spins his subject to satiety; 

Absurdly varying , he at last engraves 

Fish in the woods , and boars beneath the waves ! 

Unless your care ’s exact, your judgment nice, 

The flight from folly leads but into vice ; 

None are complete, all wanting in some part, 

Like certain tailors , limited in art. 

For galligaskins Slowshears is your man ; 

But coats must claim another artisan. 
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Now this to me , I own , seems much the same 
As Vulcan’s feet to bear Apollo’s frame; 

Or, with a fair complexion , to expose 

Black eyes, black ringlets , but — a bottle nose ! 

Dear authors ! suit your topics to your strength , 
And ponder well your subject , and its length ; 

Nor lift your load, before you ’re quite aware 
What weight your shoulders will , or will not, bear. 
But lucid Order , and Wit’s siren voice , 

Await the poet , skilful in his choice ; 

With native eloquence he soars along , 

Grace in his thoughts, and music in his song. 

Let judgment teach him wisely to combine 
With future parts the now omitted line : 

This shall the author choose , or that reject , 

Precise in style , and cautious to select; 

Nor slight applause will candid pens afford 
To him who furnishes a wanting word. 

Then fear not if ’t is needful to produce 
Some term unknown, or obsolete in use, 

(As Pitt has furnish’d us a word or two , 

Which lexicographers declined to do;) 

So you indeed , with care , — ( but be content 
To take this license rarely) — may invent. 

New words find credit in these latter days 
If neatly grafted on a Gallic phrase. 

What Chaucer, Spenser did, we scarce refuse 
To Dryden’s or to Pope’s maturer muse. 

If you can add a little , say why not , 

As well as William Pitt, und Walter Scott? 

Since they, by force of rhyme and force of lungs. 
Enrich’d our island’s ill-united tongues; 

'T is then — and shall be — lawful to present 
Reform in writing, as in parliament. 

As forests shed their foliage by degrees , 

So fade expressions which in season please; 
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And we and ours, alas! are due to fete, 

And works and words but dwindle to a date. 

Though as a monarch nods, and commerce calls , 
Impetuous rivers stagnate in canals ; 

Though swamps subdued, and marshes drain’d, sustain 
The.heavy ploughshare and the yellow grain, 

And rising ports along the busy shore 
Protect the vessel from old Ocean's roar, 

All, all must perish ; but, surviving last , 

The love of letters half preserves the past. 

True , some decay , yet not a few revive ; 

Though those shall sink, which now appear to thrive , 

As custom arbitrates , whose shifting sway 
Our life and language must alike obey. 

The immortal wars which gods and angels wage , 

Are they not shown in Milton’s sacred page? 

His strain will teach what numbers best belong 
To themes celestial tpld in epic song. 

The slow, sad stanza will correctly paint 
The lover’s anguish , or the friqnd’s complaint. 

But which deserves the laurel — rhyme or blank ? 

Which holds on Helicon the higher rank? 

Let squabbling critics by themselves dispute 
This point , as puzzling as a Chancery suit. 

Satiric rhyme first sprang from selfish spleen. 

You doubt — see Dryden , Pope, St. Patrick’s dean. 

Blank verse is now , with one consent , allied 
To Tragedy , and rarely quits her side. 

Though mad Almanzor rhymed in Dryden’s days. 

No sing-song hero rants in modern plays; 

While modest Comedy her verse foregoes 
For jest and pun in very middling prose. 

Not that our Bens or Beaumonts show the worse, 

t 1 

Or lose one point, because they wrote in verse. 
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But so Thalia pleases to appear, 

Poor virgin ! damn'd some twenty times a year ! 

Whate’er the scene , let this advice have weight : - 
Adapt your language to your hero’s state. 

At times Melpomene forgets to groan , 

And brisk Thalia takes a serious tone ; 

Nor unregarded will the act pass by 
Where angry Townly lifts his voice on high. 

Again , our Shakspeare limits verse to kings , 

When common prose will serve for common things ; 
And lively Hal resigns heroic ire , 

To “ hollowing Hotspur” and the sceptred sire. 

’T is not enough , ye hards , with all your art , 

To polish poems; — they must touch the heart : 
Where’er the scene be laid , whate’er the song, 

Still let it bear the hearer’s soul along ; 

Command your audience or to smile or weep , 
Whiche’cr may please you — any thing but sleep. 
The poet claims our tears ; but , by his leave , 

Before I shed them , let me see him grieve. 

If banish’d Romeo feign’d nor sigh nor tear, 
Lull’d by his languor, I should sleep or sneer. 

Sad words , no doubt, become a serious face , 

And men look angry in the proper place. 

At double meanings folks seem wondrous sly. 

And sentiment prescribes a pensive eye ; 

For nature form’d at first the inward man , 

And actors copy nature — when they can. 

She bids the beating heart with rapture bound, 
Raised to the stars , or levell'd with the ground ; 

Aud for expression’s aid, ’t is said, or sung, 

She gave our mind’s interpreter — the tongue,- 
Who, worn with use, of late would fain dispense 
(At least in theatres) with common sense ; 
O’erwhelm with sound the boxes, gallery, pit, 

And raise a laugh with any thing — but wft. 
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To skilful writers it will much import , 

Wheuce spring their scenes, from common life or court; 
Whether they seek applause by smile or tear, 

To draw a “Lying Valet,” ora “Lear,” 

A sage, or rakish youngster wild from school , 

A wandering “Peregrine,” or plain “John Bull;” 

All persons please when nature’s voice prevails, 

Scottish or Irish , born in W’ilts or Wales. 

Or follow common fame , or forge a plot. 

Who cares if mimic heroes lived or not? 

One precept serves to regulate the scene : — 

Make it appear as if it might have been. 

If some Drawcansir you aspire to draw, 

Present him raving , and above all law : 

If female furies in your scheme are plann’d, 

Macbeth’s fierce dame is ready to your hand; 

For tears and treachery , for good or evil , 

Constance, King Richard, Hamlet, and the Devil! 

But if a new design you dare essay , 

And freely wander from the beaten w'ay , 

True to your characters , till all be past , 

Preserve consistency from first to last. 

’T is hard to venture where our betters fail, 

Or lend fresh interest to a twice-told tale ; 

And yet, perchance, ’t is wiser to prefer 
A hackney’d plot, than choose a new , and err; 

Yet copy not too closely , but record, 

More justly, thought for thought than word for word, 
Nor trace your prototype through narrow ways, 

But only follow where he merits praise. 

For you, young bard! whom luckless fate may lead 
To tremble on the nod of all who read , 

Ere your first score of cantos time unrolls , 

Beware — for God’s sake , don’t begin like Bowles ! 
“Awake a louder and a loftier strain,” — 
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And pray, what follows from his boiling brain ? — 

He sinks to Southey’s level in a trice, 

Whose epic mountains never fail in mice! 

Not so of yore awoke your mighty sire 
The temper’d warblings of his master-lyre; 

Soft as the gentler breathing of the lute , 

“ Of man’s first disobedience and the fruit” 

He speaks , but , as his subject swells along, 

Earth , heaven , and Hades echo with the song. 

StiH to the midst of things he hastens on , 

As if we witness’d all already done; 

Leaves on his path whatever seems too mean 
To raise the subject , or adorn the scene ; 

Gives , as each page improves upon the sight, 

Not smoke from brightness , but from darkness — light; 
And truth and fiction with such art compounds , 

We know not where to fix their several bounds. 

If you would please the public, deign to hear 
What soothes the many-headed monster’s ear; 

If your heart triumph when the hands of all 
Applaud in thunder at the curtain’s fall, 

Deserve those plaudits — study nature’s pagei 
And sketch the striking traits of every age ; 

While varying man and varying years unfold 
Life’s little tale , so oft, so vainly told. 

Observe his simple childhood’s dawning days, 

His pranks, his prate, his playmates , and his plays; 
Till time at length the mannish tyro weans. 

And prurient vice outstrips his tardy teens! 

Behold him Freshman ! forced no more to groan 
O’er Virgil’s devilish verses and — his own ; 

Prayers are too tedious , lectures too abstruse , 

He flies from Tavell’s frown to “Fordham’s Mews;” 
(Unlucky Tavell ! doom’d to daily cares 
By pugilistic pupils , and by bears , ) 

Fines, tutors, tasks, conventions threat in vain, 

Lord lii/rort. III. 17 
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Before hounds , hunters, and Newmarket plain. 

* Rough with his elders , with his equals rash , 

Civil to sharpers, prodigal of cash ; 

Constant to nought — save hazard and a whore , 

Yet cursing both — for both have made him sore ; 
Unread (unless, since books beguile disease, 

The p— x becomes his passage to degrees); 

Fool’d, pillaged, dunn’d, he wastes his term away. 
And , unexpell’d perhaps, retires M. A. ; 

Master of arts ! as hells and chibs proclaim , 

Where scarce a blackleg bears a brighter name! 

Launch’d into life , extinct his early fire, 

He apes the selfish prudence of his sire ; 

Marries for money, chooses friends for rank , 

Buys land , and shrewdly trusts not to the Bauk ; 

Sits in the Senate; gets a son and heir; 

Sends him to Harrow, for himself was there. 

Mute, though he votes, unless when call’d to cheer. 
His son ’s so sharp — he ’ll see the dog a peer! 

Manhood declines — age palsies every limb; 

He quits the scene — or else the scene quits him ; 
Scrapes wealth, o’er each departing penny grieves. 
And avarice seizes all ambition leaves; 

Counts cent per cent, and smiles, or vainly frets. 
O’er hoards diminish'd by young Hopeful's debts; 
Weighs well and wisely what to sell or buy, 

Complete in all life’s lessons — but to die ; 

Peevish and spiteful, doting, hard to please , 
Commending every time , save limes like these ; 
Crazed, querulous, forsakeu , half forgot, 

Expires unwept — is buried — let him rot! 

But from the Drama let me not digress , 

Nor spare my precepts, though they please you less. 
Though woman weep , and hardest hearts are stirr'd , 
When what is done is rather seen than heard , 

Yet many deeds preserved in history’s page, 
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Are better told than acted on the stage; 

The ear sustains what shocks the timid eye, 

And horror thus subsides to sympathy. 

True Briton all beside, I here am French — 

Bloodshed 't is surely better to retrench ; 

The gladiatorial gore we teach to flow 
In tragic scene disgusts , though but in show ; 

We hate the carnage while we see the trick , 

And find small sympathy in being sick. 

Not on the stage the regicide Macbeth 
Appals an audience with a monarch's death ; 

To gaze when sable Hubert threats to sear 
Young Arthur’s eyes , can ours or nature bear? 

A haltered heroine Johnson sought to slay — 

We saved Irene , but half damn’d the play , 

And (Heaven be praised!) our tolerating times 
Stint metamorphoses to pantomimes; 

And Lewis’ seif, with all his sprites , would quake 
To change Earl Osmond’s negro to a snake ! 

Because , in scenes exciting joy or grief. 

We loathe the action which exceeds belief: 

And yet, God knows! what may not authors do, 
Whose postscripts prate of dyeing “heroines blue?” 
Above all things , Dan Poet, if you can. 

Eke out your acts, I pray, with mortal man ; 

Nor call a ghost , unless some cursed scrape 
Must open ten trap-doors for your escape. 

Of all the monstrous things I’d fain forbid , 

I loathe an opera worse than Dennis did ; 

Where good and evil persons , right or wrong , 

Rage, love, and aught but moralize , in song. 

Hail , last memorial of oar foreign friends , 

Which Gaul allows, and still Hesperia lends ! 

Napoleon’s edicts no embargo lay 

On whores , spies , singers wisely shipp’d away. 

Our giant capital , whose squares are spread 
Where rustics earn’d, and now may beg, their bread, 

17 * 
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In all iniquity is grown so nice , 

It scorns amusements which are not of price. 

Hence the pert shopkeeper, whose throbbing car 
Aches with orchestras which he pays to hear, 

Whom shame , not sympathy , forbids to snore , 

His anguish doubling by his own “ encore ; ” 

Squeezed in “Fop’s Alley," jostled by the beaux, 
Teased with his hat , and trembling for his toes ; 

Scarce wrestles through the night, nor tastes of ease. 
Till the dropp’d curtain gives a glad release : 

"Why this, and more, he suffers — can ye guess? — 
Because it costs him dear, and makes him dress ! 

So prosper eunuchs from Etruscan schools ; 

Give us but fiddlers , and they ’re sure of fools ! 

Ere scenes were play’d by many a reverend clerk 
(What harm , if David danced before the ark?) 

In Christmas revels, simple country folks 
Were pleased with morrice-mumm’ry and coarse jokes. 
Improving years, with things no longer known, 
Produced blithe Punch and merry Madame Joan , 

Who still frisk on with feats so lewdly low, 

'T is strange Benvolio suffers such a show; 

Suppressing peer ! to whom each vice gives place , 
Oaths, boxing, begging, — all, save rout and race. 

Farce follow'd Comedy , and reach’d her prime , 

In ever-laughing Foote’s fantastic time: 

Mad wag! who pardon’d none, nor spared the best, 
And turn’d some very serious things to jest. 

Nor church nor state escaped his public sneers, 

Arms nor the gown, priests, lawyers, volunteers: 
“Alas, poorYorick!” now for ever mule ! 

Whoever loves a laugh must sigh for Foote. 

We smile, perforce, when histrionic scenes 
Ape the swoln dialogue of kings and queens , 

When “ Chrononhotonthologos must die," 

And Arthur struts in mimic majesty. 
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Moschus ! with whom once more I hope to sit, 
And smile at folly , if we can’t at wit; 

Yes , friend ! for thee I ’ll quit my cynic cell , 

And bear Swift’s motto , “ Vive la bagatelle ! ” 
Which charm’d our days in each i®gean clime , 

As oft at home, with revelry and rhyme. 

Then may Euphrosyne , who sped the past , 

Soothe thy life’s scenes, nor leave thee in the last; 
But find in thine , like pagan Plato’s bed , 

Some merry manuscript of mimes , when dead. 

Now to the Drama let us bend our eyes , 

Where fetter’d by whig Walpole low she lies; 
Corrnption foil'd her, for she fear’d her glance ; 
Decorum left her for an opera dance ! 

Yet Chesterfield, who polish’d pen inveighs 
’Gainst laughter, fought for freedom to our plays; 
Uncheck’d by megrims of patrician brains , 

And damning dulness of lord chamberlains. 

Repeal that act ! again let Humour roam 
Wild o'er the stage — we ’ve time for tears at home ; 
Let “Archer” plant the horns on “Sullen’s” brows, 
And “Estifania” gull her “ Copper” spouse; 

The moral 's scant — but that may be excused , 

Men go not to be lectured , but amused. 

He whom our plays dispose to good or ill 
Must wear a head in want of Willis’ skill ; 

Ay, but Macheath’s example — psha ! — no more ! 

It form’d no thieves — the thief was form'd before ; 
And , spite of puritans and Collier’s curse , 

Plays make mankind no better, and no worse. 

Then spare our stage, ye raethodistic men! 

Nor burn damn’d Drury if it rise again. 

But why to brain-scorch’d bigots thus appeal? 

Can heavenly mercy dwell with earthly zeal? 

For times of fire and faggot let them hope ! 

Times dear alike to puritan or pope. 
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As pious Calvin saw Servelus blaze , 

So would new sects on newer victims gaze. 

E’en now the songs of Solyraa begin ; 

Faith cants , perplex’d apologist of sin ! 

While the Lord’s servant chastens whom he loves , 

And Simeon kicks , where Baxter only “ shoves.” 

Whom nature guides , so writes, that every dunce. 
Enraptured , thinks to do the same at once ; 

But after inky thumbs and bitten nails , 

And twenty scatter’d quires , the coxcomb fails. 

Let Pastoral be dumb ; for w ho can hope 
To match the youthful eclogues of our Pope? 

Yet his and Phillips’ faults , of different kind , 

For art too rude, for nature too refined, 

Instruct how hard the medium ’t is to hit 
’Twixt too much polish and too coarse a wit. 

A vulgar scribbler, certes, stands disgraced 
In this nice age, when all aspire to taste; 

The dirty language, and the uoisome jest, 

Which pleased in Swift of yore , we now detest; 
Proscribed not only in the world polite, 

But even too nasty for a city knight! 

Peace to Swift’s faults ! his wit hath made them pass, 
Unmatch’d by all , save matchless Hudibras ! 

Whose author is perhaps the first we meet, 

Who from our couplet lopp’d two final feet; 

Nor less in merit than the longer line, 

This measure moves a favourite of the Niue. 

Though at first view eight feet may seem in vain 
Form’d , save in ode , to bear a serious strain , 

Yet Scott has shown our wondering isle of late 
This measure shrinks not from a theme of weight, 

And , varied skilfully, surpasses far 
Heroic rhyme, but most in love and war. 

Whose fluctuations , tender or sublime , 

Are curb’d too much by long-recurring rhyme. 
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But many a skilful judge abhors to see, 

"What few admire — irregularity. 

This some vouchsafe to pardon ; but ’t is hard 
When such a word contents a British bard. 

And must the bard his glowing thoughts conGne, 
Lest censure hover o’-er some faulty line? 

Remove wbate’er a critic may suspect , 

To gain the paltry suffrage of '■'correct?" 

Or prune the spirit of eacli daring phrase , 

To fly from error, not to merit praise? 

Ye , who seek finish’d models , never cease , 

By day and night, to read the works of Greece. 

But our good fathers never bent their brains 
To heathen Greek , content with native strains. 

The few w ho read a page , or used a pen , 

Were satisfied with Chaucer and old Ben ; 

The jokes and numbers suited to their taste 
Were quaint and careless , any thing but chaste ; 

Yet whether right or wrong the ancient rules , 

It will not do to call our fathers fools! 

Though you and I , who eruditely know 
To separate the elegant and low, 

Can also , when a hobbling line appears , 

Detect with fingers, in default of ears. 

In sooth I do not know, or greatly care 
To learn , who our first English strollers were ; 

Or if, till roofs received the vagrant art, 

Our Muse, like that of Thespis, kept a cart; 

But this is certain , since our Shakspeare’s days, 
There 's pomp enough , if little else , in plays ; 

Nor will Melpomene ascend her throne 

Without high heels , white plume, and Bristol stone. 

Old comedies still meet with much applause, 
Though too licentious for dramatic laws: 

At least, we moderns, wisely, ’tisconfest, 

Curtail, or silence, the lascivious jest. 
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Whate’er their follies , and their faults beside. 
Our enterprising bards pass nought untried; 

Nor do they merit slight applause who choose 
And English subject for an English muse, 

And leave to minds which never dare invent 
French flippancy and German sentiment. 

Where is that living language which could claim 
Poetic more, as philosophic, fame, 

If all our bards , more patient of delay, 

Would stop, like Pope, to polish by the way? 

Lords of the quill, whose critical assaults 
O’erthrow whole quartos with their quires of faults. 
Who soon detect, and mark where’er w r e fail, 

And prove our marble with too nice a nail ! 
Democritus himself was not so bad ; 

He only thought , buti/0M would make, us mad! 

But truth to say, most rhymers rarely guard 
Against that ridicule they deem so hard ; 

In person negligent, they wear, from sloth, 

Beards of a week, and nails of annual growth; 
Reside in garrets, fly from those they meet, 

And walk in alleys, rather than the street. 

With little rhyme , less reason , if you please , 
The name of poet may be got with ease, 

So that not tuns of helleboric juice 
Shall ever turn your head to any use; 

Write but like Wordsworth, live beside a Lake, 
And keep your bushy locks a year from Blake ; 

Then print your book , once more return to town. 
And boys shall hunt your hardship up and down. 

Am I not wise, if such some poets’ plight , 

To purge in spring — like Bayes — before I write? 
If this precaution soften'd not my bile, 

I know no scribbler with a madder style ; 

But since (perhaps my feelings are too nice) 

I cannot purchase fame at such a price , 
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I 'll labour gratis as a grinder's wheel , , 

And , blunt myself, give edge to others’ steel , 

Nor write at all , unless to teach the art 
To those rehearsing for the poet’s part; 

From Horace show the pleasing paths of song, 

And from my own example — what is wrong. 

Though modern practice sometimes differs quite, 

'T is just as well to think before you write ; 

Let every book that suits your theme be read , 

So shall you trace it to the fountain-head. 

He who has (earn'd the duty which he owes 
To friends and country, and to pardou foes; 

Who models his deportment as may best 
Accord with brother, sire, or stranger guest; 

Who takes our laws and worship as they are, 

Nor roars reform for senate , church , and bar; 

In practice* rather than loud precept, wise, 

Bids not his tongue , but heart, philosophize : 

Such is the man the poet should rehearse , 

As joint exemplar of his life and verse. 

Sometimes a sprightly wit, and tale well told, 
Without much grace, or weight, or art, will hold 
A longer empire o’er the public mind 
Than sounding trifles , empty, though refined. 

Unhappy Greece ! thy sons of ancient days 
The muse may celebrate with perfect praise, 

Whose generous children narrow’d their hearts 
With commerce, given alone to arms and arts: 

Our boys (save those whom public schools compel 
To “ long and short” before they 're taught to spell) 
From frugal fathers soon imbibe by rote , 

“A penny saved, my lad, 's a penny got.” 

Babe of a city birth ! from sixpence take 

The third , how much will the remainder make? — 

“A groat.” — “Ah, bravo! Dick hath done the sum! 
He '11 swell my fifty thousand to a plum.” 
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Thpy whose young souls receive this rust betimes , 
'T is clear, are fit for any thing but rhymes; 

And Locke will tell you, that the father ’s right 
Who hides all verses from his children's sight ; 

For poets (says this sage, and many more ,) 

Make sad mechanics with their lyric lore ; 

And Delphi now, however rich of old , 

Discovers little silver, and less gold , 

Because Parnassus, though a mouul divine, 

Is poor as Irus , or an Irish mine. 

Two objects always should the poet move, 

Or one or both , — to please or to improve. 

Whate’er you teach, be brief, if you design 
For our remembrance your didactic line ; 
Redundance places memory on the rack , 

For brains may be o’erloaded , like the back. 

Fiction does best wheu taught to look like tfuth , 
And fairy fables bubble none but youth : 

Expect no credit for loo wondrous tales, 

Since Jonas only springs alive from whales 
Young men with aught but elegance dispense ; 
Maturcr years require a little sense. 

To end at once : — that bard forall is fit 
Who mingles well instruction with his wit ; 

For him reviews shall smile, for him o’erflow 
The patronage of Paternoster-row; 

His book , with Longman’s liberal aid , shall pass 
(Who ne’er despises books that bring him brass) ; 
Through three long weeks the taste of London lead , 
And cross St. George’s Channel and the Tw eed. 

But every thing has faults , nor is ’t unknown 
That harps and fiddles often lose their tone , 

And wayward voices, at their owner’s call, 

With all his best endeavours , only squall ; 

Dogs blink their covey, flints withhold the spark, 
And double-barrels (damn them !) miss their mark. 
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Where frequent beauties strike the reader’s view 
We must not quarrel for a blot or two ; 

But pardon equally to books or men , 

The slips of human nature , and the pen. 

Yet if an author, spite of foe or friend , 

Despises all advice too much to mend , 

But ever twangs the same discordant string, 

Give him no quarter , howsoe’er he sing. 

Let Havard’s fate o’ertake him , who , for once , 
Produced a play too dashing for a dunce : 

At first none deem’d it his ; but when his name 
Announced the fact — what then ? — it lost its fame. 
Though all deplore when Milton deigns to doze, 

In a long work 't is fair to steal repose. 

As pictures , so shall poems be ; some stand 
The critic eye, and please when near at hand ; 

But others at a distance strike the sight ; 

This seeks the shade, but that demands the light, 

Nor dreads the connoisseur’s fastidious view. 

But, ten times scrutinized , is ten times new. 

Parnassian pilgrims ! ye whom chance , or choice , 
Hath led to listen to the Muse’s voice, 

Receive this counsel , and be timely wise ; 

Few reach the summit which before you lies. 

Our church and state , our courts and camps , concede 
Reward to very moderate heads indeed ! 

In these plain common sense will travel far; 

All are not Erskines who mislead the bar : 

But poesy between the best and worst 
No medium knows ; you must be last or first; 

For middling poets’ miserable volumes 

Are damn’d alike by gods, and men, and columns. 

. Again , my Jeffrey ! — as that sound inspires , 

How wakes my bosom to its wonted fires ! 

Fires, such as gentle Caledonians feel 
When Southrons writhe upon their critic wheel, 
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Or mild Eclectics, when some, worse than Turks, 

Would rob poor Faith to decorate “ good works.” 

Such are the genial feelings thou canst claim — 

My falcon flies not at ignoble game. 

Mightiest of all Dunedin’s beasts of chase ! 

For thee my Pegasus would mend his pace. 

Arise, my Jeffrey! or my inkless pen 
Shall never blunt its edge on meaner men ; 

Till thee or thine miue evil eye discerns , ^ . 

Alas ! I cannot “ strike at wretched kernes.” 

Inhuman Saxon ! wilt thou then resign 
A muse and heart by choice so wholly thine? 

Dear, d — d contemner of my schoolboy songs, 

Hast thou no vengeance for my manhood’s wrongs? 

If unprovoked thou once could bid me bleed , 

Hast thou no weapon for my daring deed? 

What! not a word ! — and am I then so low? 

Wilt thou forbear, who never spared a foe? 

Hast thou no wrath , or wish to give it vent? 

No wit for nobles , dunces by descent? 

No jest on “ minors ,” quibbles on a name , 

Nor one facetious paragraph of blame? 

Is it for this on Uion I have stood , 

And thought of Homer less than Holyrood? 

On shore of Euxine or .Egean sea , 

My bate, untravell’d, fondly turn’d to thee. 

Ah! let me cease; in vain my bosom burns, 

From Corydon unkind Alexis turns : 

Thy rhymes are vain ; thy Jeffrey then forego , 

Nor woo that anger w hich he will not show'. 

What then? — Edina starves some lanker son, 

To write an article thou canst not shun ; 

Some less fastidious Scotchman shall be found, 

As bold in Billingsgate , though less renown’d. 

As if at table some discordant dish 
Should shock our optics, such as frogs for fish; 

Digitized by Google 



HINTS FROM HORACE. 


269 


As oil in lieu of butler men decry , 

And poppies please not in a modern pie; 

If all such mixtures then be half a crime , 

We must have excellence to relish rhyme. 

Mere roast and boil’d no epicure invites; 

Thus poetry disgusts, or else delights. 

Who shoot not flying rarely touch a gun : 

Will he who swims not to the river run? 

And men unpractised in exchanging knocks 
Must go to Jackson ere they dare to box. 

Whate’er the weapon , cudgel , fist, or foil , 

None reach expertness without years of toil; 

But fifty dunces can , with perfect ease , 

Tag twenty thousand couplets , when they please. 

Why not? — shall I , thus qualified to sit 
For rotten boroughs , never show my wit? 

Shall I , whose fathers with the quorum sate , 

And lived in freedom on a fair estate; 

W’ho left me heir, with stables, kennels, packs. 

To all their income , and to — twice its tax ; 

W'hose form and pedigree have scarce a fault, 

Shall I, Isay, suppress my attic salt? 

Thus think “the mob of gentlemen;’' but you , 
Besides all this , must have some genius too. 

Be this your sober judgment, and a rule , 

And print not piping hot from Southey’s school, 

Who (ere another Thalaba appears) , 

I trust , will spare us for at least nine years. 

And hark ’ye , Southey ! pray — but don't be vex’d — 
Burn all your last three works — and half the next. 

But why this vain advice? once published, books 
Can never be recall’d — from pastry-cooks ! 

Though “Madoc,” with “Pucelle’,” instead of punk. 
May travel back to Quito — on a trunk ! 

Orpheus, we learn from Ovid and Lempriere, 

Led all wild beasts but women by the car; 
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And had he fiddled at the present hour , 

We ’d seen the lions waltzing in the Tower; 

And old Amphion , such were minstrels then , 

Had built St. Paul’s without the aid of Wren. 

Verse too was justice , and the bards of Greece 
Did more than constables to keep the peace ; 
Abolish’d cuckoldom with much applause , 

Call’d county meetings , and enforced the laws. 

Cut down crown influence with reforming scythes, 
And served the church — without demanding tithes; 
And hence, throughout all Hellas and the East, 
Each poet was a prophet and a priest , 

Whose old-establish’d board of joint controls 
Included kingdoms in the cure of souls. 

Next rose the martial Homer, Epic’s prince, 

And fighting ’s been in fashion ever since ; 

And old Tyrtaeus, when the Spartans warr’d, 

(A limping leader , but a lofty bard ,) 

Though wall’d Ithome had resisted long, 

Reduced the fortress by the force of song. 

When oracles prevail'd , in times of old , 

In song alone Apollo’s will was told. 

Then if your verse is what all verse should be , 

And gods were not ashamed on’t, why should we? 

The Muse , like mortal females , may be woo’d ; 
In turns she ’ll seem a Paphian , or a prude ; 

Fierce as a bride when first she feels affright, 

Mild as the same upon the second night; 

Wild as the wife of alderman or peer, 

Now for his grace , and now a grenadier ! 

Her eyes beseem , her heart belies, her zone, 

Ice in a crowd , and lava when alone. 

If verse be studied with some show of art. 

Kind Nature always will perform her part; 

Though without genius , and a native vein 
Of wit , we loathe an artificial strain — 


Digitized by Google 



HINTS FROM HORACE. 


271 


Yet art and nature join’d will win the prize, 

Unless they act like us and our allies. 

The youth who trains to ride . or run a race, 

Must bear privations with unruffled face, 

Be call’d to labour when he thinks to dine , 

And , harder still , leave wenching and his wine. 
Ladies who sing, at least who sing at sight , 

Have followed :ousic through her farthest flight; 

But rhymers tell you neither more nor less, 

“ I ’ve got a pretty poem for the press ; ” 

And that 's enough ; then write and print so fast; — 
If Satan take the hindmost, who ’d be last? 

They storm the types, they publish, one and all , 
They leap the counter , and they leave the stall. 
Provincial maidens, men of high command, 

Yea , baronets have ink’d the bloody hand ! 

Cash cannot quell them ; Pollio play’d this prank, 
(Then Phoebus first found credit in a bank!) 

Not all the living only , but the dead, 

Fool on , as Dueut as an Orpheus' head ; 

Damn'd all their days , they posthumously thrive — 
Dug up from dust, though buried when alive! 
Reviews record this epidemic crime, 

Those Books of Martyrs to the rage for rhyme. 

Alas ! woe worth the scribbler ! often seen 
In Morning Post , or Monthly Magazine. 

There lurk his earlier lays ; but soon , hot-press’d , 
Behold a quarto ! — Tarts must tell the rest. 

Then leave, ye wise, the lyre’s precarious chords 
To muse-mad baronets, or madder lords, 

Or country Crispins , now growu somewhat stale , 
Twin Doric minstrels , drunk with Doric ale ! 

Hark to those notes , narcotically soft 
The cobbler-laureats sing to Capel Lofft ! 

Till, lo! that modern Midas , as he hears, 

Adds an ell growth to his egregious cars ! 
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There lives one druid , who prepares in lime 
'Gainst future feuds his poor revenge of rhyme; 
Racks his dull memory , and his duller muse, 

To publish faults which friendship should excuse. 

If friendship ’s nothing, self-regard might teach 
More polish'd usage of his parts of speech. 

But what is shame , or what is aught to him ? 

He vents his spleen , or gratifies his whim. 

Some fancied slight has roused his lurking hate, 
Some folly cross’d , some jest, or some debate ; 

Up to his den Sir Scribbler hies, and soon 
The gather’d gall is voided in lampoon. 

Perhaps at some pert speech you ’ve dared to frown , 
Perhaps your poem may have pleased the town : 

If so , alas ! ’t is nature in the man — 

May Heaven forgive you , for he never can ! 

Then be it so ; and may his withering bays 
Bloom fresh in satire , though they fade in praise ! 
While his lost songs no more shall steep and stink, 
The dullest , fattest weeds on Lethe’s brink , 

But springing upwards from the sluggish mould , 

Be (what they never were before) be — sold ! 
Should some rich bard (but such a monster now , 

In modern physics , we can scarce allow) , 

Should some pretending scribbler of the court, 
Some rhyming peer — there ’s plenty of the sort — 
All but one poor dependent priest withdrawn 
(Ah ! too regardless of chis chaplain’s yawn ! ) 
Condemn the unlucky curate to recite 
Their last dramatic work by candle-light, 

How would the preacher turn each rueful leaf, 

Dull as his sermons , but not half so brief! 

Yet, since 't is promised at the rector’s death , 

He ’ll risk no living for a little breath. 

Then spouts and foams , and cries at every line , 
(The Lord forgive him!) “Bravo! grand! divine! 
Hoarse with those praises (which, by flatt’ry fed , 
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Dependence barters for her bitter bread) , 

He strides and stamps along with creaking boot , 

Till the floor echoes his emphatic foot; 

Then sits again , then rolls his pious eye , 

As when the dying vicar will not die ! 

Nor feels , forsooth , emotion at his heart ; — 

But all dissemblers overact their part. 

Ye , who aspire to “build the lofty rhyme 
Believe not all who laud your false “ sublime ; ” 

But if some friend shall hear your work , and say, 

“ Expunge that stanza , lop that line away 
And , after fruitless efforts , you return 
Without amendment , and he answers , “ Burn ! ” 
That instant throw your paper in the fire. 

Ask not his thoughts , or follow his desire; 

But ( if true bard ! ) you scorn to condescend , 

And will not alter what you can’t defend , 

If you will breed this bastard of your brains , — 

We ’ll have no words — I ’ve only lost my pains. 

Yet, if you only prize your favourite thought, 

As critics kindly do , and authors ought; 

If your cool friend aunoy you now and then , 

And cross whole pages with his plaguy pen ; 

No matter, throw your ornaments aside, — 

Better let him than all the world deride. 

Give light to passages too much in shade, 

Nor let a doubt pbscure one verse you ’ve made ; 
Your friend’s “a Johnson,” not to leave one word, 
However trifling, which may seem absurd ; 

Such erring trifles lead to serious ills , # 

And furnish food for critics , or their quills. 

As the Scotch fiddle, with its touching tune, 

Or the sad influence of the angry moon , 

All men avoid bad writers’ ready tongues. 

As yawning waiters fly Fitzscribble’s lungs ; 

Lord Byron. HI. 18 
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Yet on he mouths — ten minutes — tedious each 
As prelate’s homily , or placeman’s speech ; 

Long as the last years of a lingering lease, 

When riot pauses until rents increase. 

While such a minstrel , muttering fustian , strays 
O’er hedge and ditch, through unfrequeuted ways , 
If by some chance he walks into a well , 

And shouts for succour with stentorian yell, 

“A rope! help, Christians, as ye hope for grace ! ” 
Nor woman, man, nor child will stir a pace; 

For there his carcass he might freely fling, 

From frenzy , or the humour of the thing. 

Though this has happen’d to more bards than one; 

I ’ll tell you Budgell’s story, — and have done. 

Budgell, a rogue and rhymester, for no good, 
(Unless his case be much misunderstood) 

When teased with creditors' continual claims, 

“ To die like Cato,” leapt into the Thames! 

And therefore be it lawful through the town 
For any bard to poison , hang, or drown. 

Who saves the intended suicide receives 
Small thanks from him who loathes the life he leaves 
And , sooth to say , mad poets must not lose 
The glory of that death they freely choose. 

Nor is it certain that some sorts of verse 
Prick not the poet's conscience as a curse; 

Dosed with vile drams on Sunday he was found , 

Or got a child on consecrated ground ! 

And hence is haunted with a rhyming rage — 

Fear’d like a bear just bursting from his cage. 

If free , all fly his versifying fit , 

Fatal at once to simpleton or wit. 

But him , unhappy ! whom he seizes , — him 
He flays with recitation limb by limb ; 

Probes to the quick where’er he makes his breach, 
And gorges like a lawyer — or a leech. 
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THE 

CURSE OF MINERVA. 


— “ Pallas te hoc vulnere , Pallas 
Immolat, et poenam scelerato ex sanguine sumit.” 

Atne’d , lib. xii. 


Athens, Capuchin Convent, March 17 1811. 

Slow sinks , more lovely ere his race be run , 

Along Morea’s hills (he setting sun ; 

Not, as in northern climes, obscurely bright, 

But one unclouded blaze of living light; 

O’er the hush’d deep the yellow beam he throws , 

Gilds the green wave that trembles as it glows; 

On old j®gina's rock and Hydra’s isle 
The god of gladness sheds his parting smile ; 

O’er his own regions lingering loves lo shine, 

Though there his altars are no more divine. 

Descending fast , the mountain-shadows kiss 
Thy glorious gulf, unconquer’d Salamis ! 

Their azure arches through the long expanse. 

More deeply purpled, meet his mellowing glance, 

And tenderest tints, along their summits driven, 

Mark his gay course , and own the hues of heaven ; 

Till , darkly shaded from the land and deep , 

Behind his Delphian rock he sinks to sleep. 

On such an eve his palest beam he cast 
When , Athens ! here thy wisest look’d his last. 

How watch’d thy better sons his farewell ray, 

That closed their murder’d sage’s latest day ! 

Not yet — not yet — Sol pauses on the hill , 

18 * 
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The precious hour of parting lingers still ; 

But sad his light to agonizing eyes , 

And dark the mountain’s once delightful dyes; 
Gloom o’er the lovely land he seem’d to pour , 

The land where Phoebus never frown’d before ; 

But ere he sunk below Citheron’s head , 

The cup of woe was quaff’d — the spirit fled ; 

The soul of him that scorn’d to fear or fly , 

Who lived and died as none can live or die. 

But , lo ! from high Hymettus to the plain 
The queen of night asserts her silent reign ; 

No murky vapour , herald of the storm , 

Hides her fair face , or girds her glowing form. 
With cornice glimmering as the moonbeams play, 
There the white column greets her grateful ray , 
And bright around, with quivering beams beset, 
Her emblem sparkles o’er the minaret : 

The groves of olive scatter’d dark and wide, 

Where meek Cephisus sheds his scanty tide , 

The cypress saddening by the sacred mosque, 

The gleaming turret of the gay kiosk, 

And sad and sombre mid the holy calm , 

Near Theseus’ fane , yon solitary palm ; 

All , tinged with varied hues , arrest the eye ; 

And dull were his that pass’d them heedless by. 

Again the ^Egean , heard no more afar, 

Lulls his chafed breast*from elemental war; 

Again his waves in milder tints unfold 
Their long expanse of sapphire and of gold , 

Mix’d with the shades of many a distant isle , 

That frowm, where gentler ocean deigns to smile. 

As thus , within the walls of Pallas' fane , 

I mark’d the beauties of the land and main , 

Alone , and friendless , on the magic shore , 
Whose arts and arms but live in poet’s lore ; 

Oft as the matchless dome I turn’d to scan , 
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Sacred to gods , but not secure from man, 

The past return’d , the present seem’d to cease , 

And Glory knew no clime beyond her Greece ! 

Hours roll’d along, and Dian’s orb on high 
Had gain’d the centre of her softest sky ; 

And yet unwearied still my footsteps trod 
O’er the vain shrine of many a vanish’d god : 

But chiefly , Pallas ! thine ; when Hecate’s glare , 

Check’d by thy columns , fell more sadly fair 
O’er the chill marble, where the startling tread 
Thrills the lone heart like echoes from the dead. 

Long had I mused , and treasured every trace 
The wreck of Greece recorded of her race , 

When , lo ! a giant form before me strode , 

And Pallas hail’d me in her own abode! 

Yes, ’t was Minerva’s self; but, ah! how changed 
Since o'er the Dardan field in arms she ranged ! 

Not such as erst , by her divine command , 

Her form appear’d from Phidias’ plastic hand: 

Hone were the terrors of her awful brow, 

Her idle a*gis bore no Gorgou now; 

Her helm was dinted , and the broken lance 
Seem’d weak and shaflless e’en to mortal glance; 

The olive branch, which still she deign’d to clasp, 

Shrunk from her touch , and wither’d in her grasp ; 

And , ah ! though still the brightest of the sky, 

Celestial tears bedimm’d her large blue eye; 

Round the rent casque her owlet circled slow. 

And mourn'd his mistress with a shriek of woe! 

‘ ‘ Mortal ! ” — ’t was thus she spake — * ‘ that blush of shame 
Proclaims thee Briton , once a noble name ; 

First of the mighty , foremost of the free , 

Now honour’d less by all , and least by me : 

Chief of thy foes shall Pallas still be found. 

Seek’st thou the cause of loathing? — look around. 

Lo ! here , despite of war and wasting fire , 


Digitized by Googl 



278 the curse of minerva 


I saw successive tyrannies expire. 

’Scaped from the ravage of the Turk and Goth , 

Thy country sends a spoiler worse than both. 

Survey this vacant , violated fane ; 

Recount the relics torn that yet remain : 

These Cecrops placed , this Pericles adorn'd , 

That Adrian rear’d when drooping Science mourn’d. 
What more I owe let gratitude attest — 

Know, Alaric and Elgin did the rest. 

That all may learn from whence the plunderer came. 
The insulted wall sustains his hated name : 

For Elgin’s fame thus grateful Pallas pleads, 

Below, his name — above, behold his deeds ! 

Be ever hail’d with equal honour here 
The Gothic monarch and the Pictish peer : 

Arms gave the first his right , the last had none , 

But basely stole what less barbarians won. 

So when the lion quits his fell repast, 

Next prowls the wolf, the filthy jackal last : 

Flesh, limbs, and blood the former make their own , 
The last poor brute securely gnaws the bone. 

Yet still the gods are just, and crimes are cross’d: 
See here what Elgin won , and what he lost! 

Another name with his pollutes my shrine : 

Behold where Dian’s beams disdain to shine ! 

Some retribution still might Pallas claim , 

When Venus half avenged Minerva’s shame. ” 

She ceased awhile, and thus I dared reply, 

To soothe the vengeance kindling in her eye : 

“ Daughter of Jove ! in Britain’s injured name, 

A true-born Briton may the deed disclaim. 

Frown not on England ; England owns him not : 
Athena , no ! thy plunderer was a Scot. 

Ask’st thou the difference? From fair Phyles’ towers 
Survey Bceotia ; — Caledonia ’s ours. 

And well I know within that bastard land 
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Hath Wisdom’s goddess never held command ; 

A barren soil, where Nature’s germs, confined 
To stem sterility, can stint the mind; 

Whose thistle well betrays the niggard earth , 

Emblem of all to whom the land gives birth ; 

Each genial influence nurtured to resist; 

A land of meanness, sophistry, and mist. 

Each breeze from foggy mount and marshy plain 
Dilates with drivel every drizzly brain , 

Till, burst at length , each wat’ry head o’erflows , 

Foul as their soil, and frigid as their snows. 

Then thousand schemes of petulance and pride 
Despatch her scheming children far and wide : 

Some east , some west, some every where but north , 

In quest of lawless gain , they issue forth. 

And thus — accursed be the day and year ! — 

She sent a Piet to play the felon here. 

Yet Caledonia claims some native worth , 

As dull Boeotia gave a Pindar birth ; 

So may her few, the letter’d and the brave, 

Bound to no clime , and victors of the grave , 

Shake off the sordid dust of such a land , 

And shine like children of a happier strand ; 

As once , of yore , in some obnoxious place , 

Ten names (if found) had saved a wretched race.” 

“ Mortal ! ” the blue-eyed maid resumed , “ once more 
Bear back my mandate to thy native shore. 

Though fallen, alas ! this vengeance yet is mine , 

To turn my counsels far from lands like thine. 

Hear then in silence Pallas’ stern behest; 

Hear and believe , for Time will tell the rest. » 

“First on the head of him who did this deed 
My curse shall light, — on him and all his seed: 

Without one spark of intellectual fire , 

Be all the sons as senseless as the sire : 

If one with wit the parent brood disgrace, 
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Believe him bastard of a brighter race: 

Still with his hireling artists let him prate, 

And folly's praise repay for Wisdom’s hate; 

Long of their patron’s gusto let them tell , 

Whose noblest, Tiative gusto is — to sell : 

To sell, and make — may Shame record the day ! — 

The state receiver of his pilfer’d prey. 

Meantime, the flattering, feeble dotard, West, 

Europe’s worst dauber , and poor Britain’s best , 

With palsied hand shall turn each model o’er, 

And own himself an infant of fourscore. 

Be all the bruisers cull’d from all St. Giles’ 

That art and nature may compare their styles ; 

While brawny brutes in stupid wonder stare , 

And marvel at his lordship’s ‘ stone shop’ there. 

Round the throng’d gate shall sauntering coxcombs creep , 
To lounge and lucubrate, to prate and peep; 

While many a languid maid , with longing sigh , 

On giant statues casts the curious eye ; 

The room with transient glance appears to skim , 

Yet marks the mighty back and length of limb ; 

Mourns o’er the difference of now and then; 

Exclaims, ‘These Greeks indeed were proper men ! 
Draws sly comparisons of these with those, 

And envies Lais all her Attic beaux. 

When shall a modern maid have swains like these ! 

Alas ! Sir Harry is no Hercules ! 

And last of all , amidst the gaping crew, 

Some calm spectator, as he takes his view, 

In silent indignation mix'd with grief, 

Admires the plunder, but abhors the thief. 

Oh, loathed in life, nor pardon’d in the dust, 

May hate pursue his sacrilegious lust! 

Link’d with the fool that fired theEphesian dome, 

Shall vengeance follow far beyond the tomb, 

And Eratostraftis and Elgin shine 
In many a branding page and burning line; 
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Alike reserved for aye to stand accurs.’d, 

Perchance the second blacker than the first. 

‘ ‘ So let him stand , through ages yet unborn , 

Fix’d statue on the pedestal of Scorn ; 

Though not for him alone revenge shall wait, 

But fits thy country for her coming fate : 

Hers were the deeds that taught her lawless son 
To do what oft Britannia’s self had done. 

Look to the Baltic — blazing from afar, 

Your old ally yet mourns perfidious war. 

Not to such deeds did Pallas lend her aid , 

Or break the compact which herself had made; 

Far from such councils, from the faithless field 
She fled — but left behind her Gorgon shield : 

A fatal gift that turn’d your friends to stone , 

And left lost Albion hated and alone. 

“Look to the East, where Ganges’ swarthy race 
Shall shake your tyrant empire to its base; 

Lo ! there Rebellion rears her ghastly head , 

And glares the Nemesis of native dead ; 

Till Indus rolls a deep purpureal flood , 

And claims his long arrear of northern blood. * 

So may ye perish ! — Pallas , when she gave 
Your free-born rights, forbade ye to enslave. 

“Look on your Spain ! — she clasps the hand she hates, 
But boldly clasps , and thrusts you from her gates. 

Bear witness, bright Barossa! thou canst tell 
Whose were the sons that bravely fought and fell. 

But Lusitania , kind and dear ally , 

Can spare a few to fight, and sometimes fly. 

Oh glorious field ! by Famine fiercely won , 

The Gaul retires for once , and all is done ! 

But when did Pallas teach, that one retreat 
Retrieved three long olympiads of defeat? 

“Look last at home — ye love not to look there ; 

On the grim smile of comfortless despair; 
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l'our city saddens : loud though Revel howls , 
Here hamine’faints, and yonder Rapine prowls. 
See all alike of more or less bereft; 

No misers tremble when there’s nothing left. 

‘ Blesl Paper credit ’ ; who shall dare to sing? 

It clogs like lead Corruption’s weary wing. 

Yet Pallas pluck’d each premier by the ear, 

Who gods and men alike disdain’d to hear; 

But one , repentant o’er a bankrupt state , 

On Pallas calls, — but calls, alas! too late: 
Then raves for * * ; to that Mentor bends , 
Though he and Pallas never yet were friends. 
Him senates hear, whom never yet they heard, 
Contemptuous once , aud now no less absurd.' 
So, once of yore, each reasonable frog 
Swore faith and fealty to his sovereign ‘log.’ 
Thus hail d your rulers their patrician clod, 

As Egypt chose an onion for a god. 


Now fare ye well ! enjoy your little hour ; 

Go , grasp the shadow of your vanish'd power ; 

Gloss o'er the failure of each fondest scheme; ' 

Your strength a name, your bloated wealth a dream, 
txone is that gold , the marvel of mankind , 

And pirates barter all that ’s left behind. 

No more the hirelings, purchased near and far 
Crowd to the ranks of mercenary war. 

The idle merchant on the useless quay 
Droops o er the bales no bark may bear away; 

Or, back returning, sees rejected stores 
Rot piecemeal on his own encumber’d shores • 

The starved mechanic breaks his rusting loom, 

And desperate mans him ’gainst the coming doom. 

en in the senate ofyour sinking state 
- ovv me u,e maD whose counsels may have weight. 

K en fdCt,ons cease to charm a factious land : 



THE CURSE OF MINERVA. 283 

Yet jarring sects convulse a sister isle , 

And light with maddening hands the mutual pile. 

“’T is done, ’t is past, since Pallas warns in vain; 

The Furies seize her abdicated reign : 

Wide o’er the realm they wave their kindling brands, 

And wring her vitals with their fiery hands. 

But one convulsive struggle still remains , 

And Gaul shall weep ere Albion wear her chains. 

The banner’d pomp of war , the glittering files , 

O’er whose gay trappings stern Bellona smiles; 

The brazen trump, the spirit-stirring drum, 

That bid the foe defiance ere they come ; 

The hero bounding at his country’s call, 

The glorious death that consecrates his fall , 

Swell the young heart with visionary charms , 

And bid it antedate the joys-of arms. 

But know , a lesson you may yet be taught , 

W'ith death alone are laurels cheaply bought: 

Not in the conflict Havoc seeks delight, 

His day of mercy is the day of fight. 

But when the field is fought, the battle won , 

Though drench’d with gore, his woes are but begun: 

His deeper deeds as yet ye know by name ; 

The slaughter’d peasant and the ravish’d dame, 

The rifled mansion and the foe-reap’d field, 

111 suit with souls at home , untaught to yield. 

Say with what eye along the distant down 
Would flying burghers mark the blazing town? 

How view the column of ascending flames 
Shake his red shadow o’er the startled Thames? 

Nay, frown not, Albion! for the torch was thine 
That lit such pyres from Tagus to the Rhine ; 

Now should they burst on thy devoted coast, 

Go, ask thy bosom who deserves them most. 

The law of heaven and earth is life for life, 

And she who raised, in vain regrets , the strife. ” 
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THE WALTZ; 

AN APOSTROPHIC HYMN. 


“ Qualis in Eurotae ripis , aut per juga Cynthi , 

Exercet Diana choros.” 

Virgil. 

“Such on Eurota’s hanks, or Cynthia’s height, 

Diana seems : and so she charms the sight. 

When in the dance the graceful goddess leads 
The quire of nymphs, and overtops their heads.” 

DrYDEN’S VIRGIL. 


TO THE PUBLISHER. 


Sir, 

I am a country gentleman of a midland county. I might have 
been a parliament-man for a certain borough ; having had the offer 
of as many votes as General T. at the general election in 1812. 
But I was all for domestic happiness; as, fifteen years ago, on a 
visit to London, I married a middle-aged maid of honour. We 
lived happily at Hornem Hall till last season, when my wife and I 
were invited by the Countess of Waltzaway (a distant relation of 
my spouse) to pass the winter in town. Thinking no harm, and 
our girls being come to a marriageable (or, as they call it, market- 
able') age , and having besides a Chancery suit inveterately en- 
tailed upon the family estate, we came up in our old chariot, — of 
which, by the bye, my wife grew so much ashamed in less than 
a week, that I was obliged to buy a second-hand barouche, of 
which I might mount the box, Mrs. H. says, if I could drive, 
but never see the inside — that place being reserved for the 
Honourable Augustus Tiptoe, her partner- general and opera- 
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knight. Hearing great praises of Mrs. H.’s dancing (she was 
famous for birthnight minuets in the latter end of the last century), 
I unbooted , and went to a ball at the Countess’s , expecting to see 
a country dance, or, at most, cotillions, reels, and all the old 
paces to the newest tunes. But, judge of my surprise, on ar- 
riving, to see poor dear Mrs. Hornem with her arms half round 
the loins of a huge hussar-looking gentleman I never set eyes on 
before; and his, to say truth, rather more than half round her 
waist, turning round, and round, and round, to a d — d see-saw up- 
and-down sort of tune, that reminded me of the “Black joke,” 
only more “ affettuoso ,” till it made me quite giddy with wondering 
they were not so. By-and-by they stopped a bit, and I thought 
they would sit or fall down : — but no ; with Mrs. H.’s hand on his 
shoulder, “ quamfamiliariter” (as Terence said, when I was at 
school), they walked about a minute, and then at it again, like 
two cockchafers spitted on the same bodkin. I asked what all this 
meant, when, with a loud laugh, a child no older than our Wil- 
helmina (a name I never heard but in the Vicar of Wakefield, 
though her mother would call her after the Princess of Swappen- 
bach,) said, “Lord! Mr. Hornem, can’t you see they are valtz- 
ing?” or waltzing (I forget which) ; and then up she got, and her 
mother and sister, and away they went , and round-abouted it till 
supper-time. Now , that I know what it is , l like it of all things, 
and so does Mrs. H. (though I have broken my shins, and four 
times overturned Mrs. Hornem’s maid, in practising the preli- 
minary steps in a morning). Indeed, so much do I like it, that 
having a turn for rhyme, tastily displayed in some election ballads, 
and songs in honour of all the victories (but till lately I have had 
little practice in that way), I sat down, and with the aid of Wil- 
liam Fitzgerald, Esq., and a few hints from Dr. Busby, (whose 
recitations I attend, and am monstrous fond of Master Busby’s 
manner of delivering his father’s late successful “ Drury Lane Ad- 
dress,”) I composed the following hymn, wherewithal to make 
my sentiments known to the public; whom, nevertheless, I 
heartily despise, as well as the critics. 

lam, Sir, yours, &c. &c. 

HOP.ACE HORNEM. 
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Musk of the many-twinkling feet! whose charms 
Are now extended up from legs to arms ; 

Terpsichore ! — too long misdeem’d a maid — 

Reproachful term — bestow’d but to upbraid — 

Henceforth in all the bronze of brightness shine, 

The least a vestal of the virgin Nine. 

Far be from thee and thine the name of prude ; 

Mock’d, yet triumphant; sneer’d at, unsubdued; 

Thy legs must move to conquer-as they fly , 

If but thy coats are reasonably high ; 

Thy breast — if bare enough — requires no shield ; 

Dance forth — satis armour thou shalt take the field , 

And own — impregnable to most assaults , 

Thy not too lawfully begotten “Waltz." 

* 

Hail , nimble nymph ! to whom the young hussar, 

The wbisker’d votary of waltz and war , 

His night devotes , despite of spur and boots ; 

A sight unmatch’d since Orpheus and his brutes; 

Hail, spirit-stirring Waltz ! — beneath whose banners 
A modern hero fought for modish manners; 

On Hounslow’s heath to rival Wellesley’s fame , 

Cock’d — fired — and miss’d his man — but gain’d his aim ; 
Hail , moving Muse ! to whom the fair one’s breast 
Gives all it can, and bids us take the rest. 

Oh! for the flow of Busby, orofFitz, 

The latter’s loyalty, the former’s wits, 

To “energize the object I pursue,” 

And give both Belial and his dance their due ! 

Imperial Waltz ' imported from the Rhine 
(Famed for the growth of pedigrees and wine), 

Long be thine import from all duty free , 

And hock itself be less esteem’d than thee ; 

In some few qualities alike — for hock 
Improves our cellar — thou our living slock. 
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The head to hock belongs — thy subtler art 
Intoxicates alone the heedless heart: 

Through the full veins thy gentler poison swims , 

And wakes to wantonness the willing limbs. 

Oh, Germany! how much to thee we owe, 

As heaven-born Pitt can testify below , 

Ere cursed confederation made thee France’s , 

And only left us thy d — d debts and dances ! 

Of subsidies and Hanover bereft, 

We bless thee still — for George the Third is left ! 

Of kings the best — and last , not least in worth , 

For graciously begetting George the Fourth. 

To Germany, and highnesses serene , 

Who owe us millions — don’t we owe the queen? 

To Germany , what owe we not besides? 

So oft bestowing Brunswickers and brides; 

Who paid for vulgar , with her royal blood , 

Brawn from the stem of each Teutonic stud : 

Who sent us — so be pardon’d all her faults 
A dozen dukes, some kings, a queen — and Waltz. 

But peace to her — her emperor and diet , 

Though now transferr’d to Buonaparte’s “lint!” 

Back to my theme — O Muse of motion ! say , 

How first to Albion found thy Waltz her way? 

Borne on the breath of hyperborean gales , 

From Hamburg’s port (while Hamburg yet had mails'), 
Ere yet unlucky Fame — compell’d to creep 
To snowy Gottenburg — was chill’d to sleep ; 

Or, starting from her slumbers, deign’d arise , 
Heligoland ! to stock thy mart with lies ; 

While unburnt Moscow yet had news to send, 

Nor owed her fiery exit to a friend , 

She came — Waltz came — and with her certain sets 
Of true despatches, and as true gazettes ; 

Then flamed of Austerlitz the blest despatch, 

Which Moniteur nor Morning Post can match ; 
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And — almost crush’d beneath the glorious news — 
• Ten plays , and forty tales of Kotzebue's ; 

One envoy’s letters , six composers’ airs , 

And loads from Frankfort and from Leipsic fairs; 
Meiner’s four volumes upon womankind , 

Like Lapland witches to ensure a wind; 

Brunck’s heaviest tome for ballast , and , to back it , 
Of Heyn6, such as should not sink the packet. 

Fraught with this cargo — and her fairest freight, 
Delightful Waltz , on tiptoe for a mate , 

The welcome vessel reach’d the genial strand , 

And round her flock’d the daughters of the land. 

Not decent David , when , before the ark , 

His grand pas-seul excited some remark ; 

Not love-lorn Quixote , when his Sancho thought 
The knight’s fandango friskier than it ought; 

Not soft Herodias , when, with winning tread, 

Her nimble feet danced off another’s head ; 

Not Cleopatra on her galley’s deck , 

Display’d so much of leg, or more oineck, 

Than thou, ambrosial Waltz , when first the moon 
Beheld thee twirling to a Saxon tune S 

To you , ye husbands of ten years ! w hose brows 
Ache with the annual tributes of a spouse ; 

To you of nine years less, who only bear 
The budding sprouts of those that you shall wear, 
With added ornaments around them roll’d 
Of native brass, or law-awarded gold ; 

To you , ye matrons , ever on the watch 
To mar a son’s, or make a daughter’s, match; 

To you , ye children of — whom chance accords — 
Always the ladies , and sometimes their lords ; 

To you , ye single gentlemen , who seek 
Torments for life , or pleasures for a week ; 

As Love or Hymen your endeavours guide , 

To gain your own , or snatch another’s bride ; — 
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To one and all the lovely stranger came , 

And every ball-room echoes with her name. 

Endearing Waltz ! — to thy more melting tune 
Bow Irish jig, and ancient rigadoon. 

Scotch reels, avaunt! and country-dance, forego 
Your future claims to each fantastic toe ! 

Waltz — Waltz alone — both legs and arms demands. 
Liberal of feet, and lavish of her hands ; 

Hands which may freely range in public sight 
Where ne’er before — but — pray “put out the light.” 
Metbinks the glare of yonder chandelier 
Shioes much too far — or I am much too near;' 

And true , though strange — Waltz w'hispers this remark , 
‘‘My slippery steps are safest in the dark ! ” 

But here the Muse with due decorum halts, 

And lends her longest petticoat to Waltz. 

Observant travellers of every time ! 

Ye quartos publish'd upon every clime ! 

O say, shall dull Romaika’s heavy round, 

Fandango’s wriggle , or Bolero’s bound ; 

Can Egypt’s Almas — tantalizing group — 

Columbia’s caperers to the warlike whoop — 

Can aught from cold Kamschatka to Cape Horn 
With Waltz compare, or after Waltz be borne? 

Ah , no ! from Morier’s pages down to Galt’s , 

Each tourist pens a paragraph for “Waltz.” 

Shades of those belles whose reign began of yore. 

With George the Third’s — and ended long before ! — 
Though in your daughters’ daughters yet you thrive. 

Burst from your lead , and be yourselves alive ! 

Back to the ball-room speed your spectred host: 

Fool’s Paradise is dull to that you lost. 

No treacherous powder bids conjecture quake ; 

No sliff-starch’d stays make meddling fingers ache; 
(Transferr’d to those ambiguous things that ape 
Goats in their visage, women in their shape;) 

Lord Hymn. ill. 19 
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No damsel faints when Tather closely ptfess’d , 

But more caressing seems whfen most caress’d ; 

Superfluous hartshorn , and reviving salts-, 

Both banish’d by the sovereign cordial “Waltz.” 

Seductive Waltz ! — though on thy native shore 
Even Werther’s self proclaim’d thee half a whore ; 

Werther — to decent vice though much inclined , 

Yet warm, not wanton; dazzled, but not blind — 

Though gentle Genlis , in her strife with Stael , 

■Would even proscribe thee from a Paris ball ; 

The fashion hails — from countesses to queens, 

And maids and valets waltz behind the scenes; 

Wide and more wide thy witching circle spreads, 

And turns — if nothing else — at least our heads; 

With thee even clumsy cits attempt to bounce, 

And cockneys practise what they can’t .pronounce. * 

Gods ! how the glorious theme my strain eialts, 

And rhyme finds partner rhyme in praise of “ Waltz ! ” 

Blest was the time Waltz chose for her debut; 

The court , the Regent , like herself were new ; 

New face for friends , for foes some new rewards; 

New ornaments for black and royal guards; 

New laws to hang the rogues that roar’d for bread ; 

New coins (most new) to follow those that fled; 

New victories — nor can we prize them less, 

Though Jenky wonders at his own success ; 

New wars, because the old succeed so well, 

That most survivors envy those who fell ; 

New mistresses — no , old — and yet ’t is true , 

Though they be old, the thing' is something new ; 

Each new, quite new — (except some aheient tricks). 

New white-sticks, gold-sticks, broom-sticks, all new sticks! 
With vests or ribands — deck’d alike in hue, 

New troopers strut, new turncoats blush in blue: 

So saith the muse : my — , what say you? 
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Such was Ihe time when Waltz might best maintain 
Her new preferments in this novel reign ; 

Such was the time , nor ever yet was such ; 

Hoops are no more , and petticoats not much ; 

Morals and minuets, virtue and her stays. 

And tell-tale powder — all have had their days. 

The ball begins — the honours of the house 
First duly done by daughter or by spouse, 

Some potentate — or royal or serene — 

With Kent’s gay grace, or sapient Gloster’s mien. 
Leads forth the ready dame, whose rising flush 
Might once have been mistaken for a blush. 

From where the garb just leaves the bosom free, 

That spot where hearts were once supposed to be; 
Round all the coniines of the yielded waist, 

The strangest hand may wander undisplaced; 

The lady’s in return may grasp as much 
As princely paunches offer to her touch. 

Pleased round the chalky floor how well they trip, 

One hand reposing on the royal hip ; 

The other to the shoulder no less royal 
Ascending with affection truly loyal ! 

Thus front to front the partners move or stand, 

The foot may rest , but none withdraw the hand; 

And all in turn may follow in their rank , 

The Earl of — Asterisk — and Lady — Blank ;' 

Sir — Such-a-one — with those of fashion’s host, 

For whose blest surnames — vide “ Morning Post” 

(Or if for that impartial print too late , 

Search Doctors' Commons six months from my date) — 
Thus all and each , in movement swift or slow, 

The genial contact gently undergo; 

Till some might marvel , with the modest Turk , 

If “ nothing follows all this palming work?” 

True, honest Mirza ! — you may trust my rhyme — 
Something does follow at a fitter time; 
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The breast thus publicly resign’d to man , 

In private may resist him — if it can. 

0 ye who loved our grandmothers of yore, 
Fitzpatrick, Sheridan, and many more ! 

And thou , my prince ! whose sovereign taste and will 
It is to love the lovely beldames still ! 

Tbou ghost of Queensbury ! whose judging sprite 
Satan may spare to peep a single night, 

Pronounce — if ever in your days of bliss 
Asmodeus struck so bright a stroke as this; 

To teach the young ideas how to rise, 

Flush in the cheek, and languish in the eyes; 

Rush to the heart, and lighten through the frame, 
With half-told wish and ill-dissembled flame : 

For prurient nature still will storm the breast. — 
lf r ho, tempted thus, can answer for the rest? 

But ye — who never felt a single thought 
For what our morals are to be , or ought ; 

Who wisely wish the charms you view to reap , 

Say — would you make those beauties quite so cheap? 
Hot from the hands promiscuously applied , 

Round the slight waist, or down the glowing side, 
Where were the rapture then to clasp the form 
From this lewd grasp and lawless contact warm? 

At once love’s most endearing thought resign , 

To press the hand so press’d by none but thine; 

To gaze upon that eye which never met 
Another’s ardent look without regret ; 

Approach the lip which all, without restraint. 

Come near enough — if not to touch — to taint; 

If such thou lovest — love her then no more, 

Or give — like her — caresses to a score ; 

Her mind with these is gone , and with it go 
The little left behind it to bestow. 

Voluptuous Waltz ! and dare I thus blaspheme? 
Thy bard forgot thy praises were his theme. 
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Terpsichore , forgive ! — at every ball 
My wife now waltzes — and my daughters shall; 
My son — (or stop — 't is needless to enquire — 
These little accidents should ne’er transpire; 
Some ages hence our genealogic tree 
Will wear as green a bough for him as me) — 
Waltzing shall rear, to make our name amends. 
Grandsons for me — in heirs to all his friends. 
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THE 

LAMENT OF TASSO* 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


At Ferrara, in the Library, are preserved the original MSS. or 
Tasso’s Gierusalcmme and of Guarini’s Pastor Fido, with letters of 
Tasso, one from Titian to Ariosto; and the inkstand and chair, 
the tomb and the house of the latter. But, as misfortune has a 
greater interest for posterity, and little or none for the cotempo- 
rary, the cell where Tasso was confined in the hospital of St. Anna 
attracts a more fixed attention , than the residence or the monu- 
ment of Ariosto — at least it had this effect on me. There are two 
inscriptions , one on the outer gate , the second over the cell itself, 
inviting, unnecessarily, the wonder and the indignation of the 
spectator. Ferrara is much decayed, and depopulated : the castle 
still exists entire; and I saw the court where Parisina and Hugo 
were beheaded, according to the annal of Gibbon. — (Theorigi- 
nal MS. of this poem is dated : “The Apennines, April 20. 1817.” 
It was written in consequence of Lord Byron having visited Fer- 
rara, for a single day, on his way to Florence. In a letter from 
Rome, he says — “The ‘Lament of Tasso,’ which I sent from 
Florence, has, I trust, arrived. I look upon it as a ‘These be 
good rhymes ! ' as Pope’s papa said to him when he was a 
boy.” — E.) 


1 . 

Long years! — It tries the thrilling frame to bear 

And eagle-spirit of a child of Song 

Long years of outrage, calumny, aud wrong; 
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Imputed madness, prison’d solitude, 

And the mind’s canker in its savage mood , 

When the impatient thirst of light and air 
Parches the heart; and the abhorred grate, 
Marring the sunbeams with its hideous shade, 
Works through the throbbing eyeball to the brain , 
With a hot sense of heaviness and pain ; 

And bare , at once , Captivity display’d 
Stands scolfiug through the aever-open’d gate , 
Which nothing through its hars admits , save day , 
And tasteless food, which I have eat atone 
Till its unsocial bitterness is gone; 

And I can banquet like a beast of prey , 

Sullen and lonely, couching in theeave 
Which is my lair , and — it may be — my grave. 
All this hath somewhat worn me , and may wear, 
But must be borne. I stoop not to despair ; 

For I have battled with mine agony, 

And made me wings wherewith to overfly 
The narrow circus of my dungeon wail. 

And freed the Holy Sepulchre from thrall.; 

And revell’d among itnen and things divine, 

And pour’d my spirit over Palestine, 

In honour of the sacred war for Him , 

The God who was on earth and is in heaven, 

For he hath strengthen’d me in heart and limb. 

That through this sufferance I might be forgiven , 

I have employ’d my penance to record 

How Salem’s shrine was won, and how adored. 

2 . 

But this is o’er — my pleasant task is done : — 

My long-sustaining friend of many years ! 

If I do blot thy final page with tears, 

Know , that my sorrows have wrung from me>none. 
But thou, my young creation ! my soul’s child! 
Which ever playing round me came and smiled, 
And woo’d me from myself with thy sweet sight, 
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Thou too art gone — and so is my delight : 

And therefore do I weep and inly bleed 
With this last bruise upon a broken reed. 

Thou too art ended — what is left me now? 

For I have anguish yet to bear — and liow ? 

I know not that — but in the innate force 
Of my own spirit shall be found resource. 

I have not sunk , for I had no remorse. 

Nor cause for such : they call’d me mad — and why ? 

Oh Leonora ! wilt not thou reply? 

I was indeed delirious in my heart 
To lift my love so lofty as thou art; 

But still my frenzy was not of the mind ; 

I knew my fault, and feel my punishment 
Not less because I suffer it unbent. 

That thou wert beautiful , and I not blind, 

Hath been the sin which shuts me from mankind; 

But let them go , or torture as they will , 

My heart can multiply thine image still ; 

Successful love may sate itself away, 

The wretched are the faithful ; ’t is their fate 
To have all feeling save the one decay, 

And every passion into one dilate, 

As rapid rivers into ocean pour; 

But ours is fathomless , and hath no shore. 

3 . 

Above me , hark ! the long and maniac cry 
Of minds and bodies in captivity. 

And hark ! the lash and the increasing howl , 

And the half-inarticulate blasphemy ! 

There be some here with worse than frenzy foul, 

Some who do still goad on *he o’er-labour’d mind , 

And dim the little light that ’s left bchiud 
With needless torture , as their tyrant will 
Is wound up to the lust of doing ill : 

With these and with their victims am I class’d , 

'Mid sounds and sights like these long years have pass’d ; 
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’Mid sights and sounds like these my life may close : 
So let it be — for then I shall repose. 


i. 

I have been patient, let me be so yet, 

1 had forgotten half I would forget , 

But it revives — Oh ! would it were my lot 
To be forgetful as I am forgot ! — 

Feel I not wroth with those who bade me dwell 
In this vast lazar-house of many woes? 

Where laughter is not mirth , nor thought the mind , 
Nor words a language , nor ev’n men mankind ; 
Where cries reply to curses, shrieks to blows , 

And each is tortured in his separate hell — 

For we are crowded in our solitudes — 

Many , but each divided by the wall , 

Which echoes Madness in her babbling moods ; — 
While all can hear, none heed his neighbour’s call — 
None ! save that One , the veriest wretch of all , 

■Who was not made to be the mate of these , 

Nor bound between Distraction and Disease. 

Feel I not wroth with those who placed me here? 

Who have debased me in the minds of men , 
Debarring me the usage of my own , 

Blighting my life in best of its career , 

Branding my thoughts as things to shun and fear? 
Would I not pay them back these pangs again , 

And teach them inward Sorrow’s stifled groan? 

The struggle to be calm . and cold distress , 

Which undermines our Stoical success? 

No ! — still too proud to be vindictive — I 
Have pardon’d princes’ insults, and would die. 

Yes, Sister of my Sovereign ! for thy sake 
I weed all bitterness from out my breast, 

It hath no business where thou art a guest; 

Thy brother hates — but I can not detest ; 

Thou pitiest not — but I can not forsake. 
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5 . 

Look on a love which knows not to despair , 

But all unquench’d is still my better part. 

Dwelling deep in my shut and silent heart 
As dwells the gather'd lightning in its cloud, 
Encompass’d with its dark and rolling shroud , 

Till struck , — forth flies the all- ethereal dart ! 

And thus at the collision of thy name 

The vivid thought still flashes through my frame , 

And for a moment all things as they were 

Flit by me ; — they are gone — I am the same. 

And yet my love without ambition grew; 

1 knew thy state , my station , and I knew 
A Princess was no love-mate for a bard; 

I told it not, I breathed it not, it was 
Sufficient to itself , its own reward ; 

And if my eyes reveal’d it, they, alas ! 

Were punish’d by the silentness of thine, 

And yet I did not venture to repine. 

Thou wert to me a crystal-girded shrine , 
Worshipp’d at holy distance , and around 
Hallow’d and meekly kiss’d the saintly ground; 
Not for thou wert a princess , but that Love 
Had robed thee with a glory, and array’d 
Thy lineaments in beauty that dismay’d — 

Oh ! not dismay’d — but awed , like One above ; 
And in that sweet severity there was 
A something which all softness’did surpass — 

I know not how — thy genius master’d mine — 
My star stood still before thee : — if it were 
Presumptuous thus to love without design, 

That sad fatality hath cost me dear; 

But thou art dearest still , and 1 should be 
Fit for this cell , which wrongs me — but for thee. 
The very love which lock’d me to my chain 
Hath lighten’d half its weight ; and for the rest , 
Though heavy , lent me vigour to sustain , 
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And look to thee with undivided breast , 

And foil the ingenuity of Pain. 

6 . 

It is no marvel — from ray very birth 

My soul was drunk with love, — which did pervade 

And mingle with whate’er I saw on earth ; 

Of objects all inanimate I made 

Idols , and out of wild and lonely flowers , 

And rocks , whereby they grew , a paradise , 

Where I did lay me down within the shade 
Of waving trees, and dream’d uncounted hours. 
Though I was chid for wandering ; and the Wise 
Shook their while aged heads o’er me , and said 
Of such materials wretched men were made , 

And such a truant boy would end in woe , 

And that the only lesson was a blow ; — 

And then they smote me , and I did not weep , 

But cursed them in my heart , and to my haunt 
Return’d and wept alone , and dream’d again 
, The visions which arise without a sleep. 

And with my years my soul began to pant 
With feelings of strange tumult and soft pain ; 

And the whole heart exhaled into One Want, 

But undefined and wandering, till, the day 
I found the thing 1 sought — and that was thee ; 

And then I lost my being all to be 

Absorb’d in thine — the world was past away — 

Thou didst annihilate the earth to me ! 

7 . 

I loved all Solitude — but little thought 
To spend I know not what of life , remote 
From all communion with existence, save 
The maniac and his tyrant ; — had 1 been 
Their fellow , many years ere this had seen 
My mindJike theirs corrupted to its grave. 

But who hath seen me writhe , or heard me rave? 
Perchance in such a ceil we suffer more 
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Than the wreck’d sailor on his desert shore ; 

The world is all before him — mine is here , 

Scarce twice the space they must accord my bier. 
What though he perish , he may lift his eye 
And with a dying glance upbraid the sky — 

I will not raise my own in such reproof, 

Although ’t is clouded by my dungeon roof. 

8 . 

Yet do I feel at times my mind decline , 

But with a sense of its decay : — I see 
Unwonted lights along my prison shine , 

And a strange demon , w ho is vexing me 
With pilfering pranks and petty pains , below 
The feeling of the healthful and the free ; 

But much to One , who long hath suffer’d so. 

Sickness of heart, and narrowness of place , 

And all that may be borne , or can debase. 

I thought mine enemies had been but Man , 

But Spirits may be leagued with them — all Earth 
Abandons — Heaven forgets me; — in the dearth 
Of such defence the Powers of Evil can , 

It may be, tempt me further, — and prevail 
Against the outworn creature they assail. 

Why in this furnace is my spirit proved 
Like steel in tempering fire? because I loved? 
Because I loved what not to love , and see, 

Was more or less than mortal , and than me. 

9 . 

I once was quick in feeling — that is o’er ; — 

My scars are callous , or I should have dash’d 
My brain against these bars, as the sun flash’d 
In mockery through them ; — if I bear and bore 
The much I have recounted , and the more 
Which hath no words, — ’t is that I would not die 
And sanction with self-slaughter the dull lie 
Which snared me here, and with the brand of shame 
Stamp Madness deep into my memory, 
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And woo Compassion to a blighted name , 

Sealing the sentence which my foes proclaim. 

No — it shall be immortal ! — and I make 
A future temple of my present cell , 

Which nations yet shall visit for my sake. 

While thou , Ferrara ! when no longer dwell 
The ducal chiefs within thee, shall fall down , 

And crumbling piecemeal view thy heartless halls , 

A poet’s wreath shall be thine only crow n , — 

A poet’s dungeon thy most far renown , 

While strangers wonder o’er thy unpeopled w alls ! 

And thou, Leonora! — thou — who wert ashamed 
That such as I could love — who blush’d to hear 
To less than monarchs that thou couldst be dear, 

Go! tell thy brother, that my heart, untamed 
By grief, years, weariness — and it may be 
A taint of that he would impute to me — 

From long infection of a den like this , 

Where the mind rots congenial with the abyss , 

Adores thee still ; — and add — that when the towers 
And battlements which guard his joyous hours 
Of banquet, dance, and revel, are forgot, 

Or left untended in a dull repose, 

This — this — shall be a consecrated spot! 

But Thou — w hen all that Birth and Beauty throws 
Of magic round thee is extinct — shalt have 
One half the laurel which o’ershades my grave. 

No power in death can tear our names apart, 

As none in life could rend thee from my heart. 

Yes, Leonora! it shall be our fate 
To be entwined for ever — but loo late ! 
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t. 

Oh Venice ! Venice ! hen thy marble Walts 
Are level with the waters , there shall be 
A cry of nations o’er thy snnken halls , 

A loud lament along the sweeping sea ! 

If I, a northern wanderer , Weep for theC , 

What should thy sons do? — any thing but Wfcip : 

And yet they only murmur in theft sleep. 

In contrast with their fathers — as the Sthne , 

The dull green ooze of the Receding deep , 

Is with the dashing of the spring-tide foam, 

That drives the sailor shipless to his home, 

Are they to those that were ; and thus they creep , 
Crouching and crab-like , through their sappfng streets. 
Oh ! agony — that centhries should reap 
No mellower harvest ! Thirteen hundred years 
Of wealth and glory turn'd to dost and tears; 

And every monument the stranger meets, 

Church, palace, pillar, as a mourner greets ; 

And even the Lion all subdued appears , 

And the harsh sound of the barbarian drum, 

With dull and daily dissonance, repeats 
The echo of thy tyrant’s voice along 
The soft waves , once all musical to song. 

That heaved beneath the moonlight with the throng 
Of gondolas — and to the busy hum 
Of cheerful creatures, whose most sinful deeds 
Were but the overheating of the heart, 
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And flow of too much happiness , which needs 
The aid of ag^to turn its course apart 
From the luxuriant and voluptuous flood 
Of sweet sensations , battling with the blood. 

But these are better than the gloomy errors , 

The weeds of nations in their last decay, 

When Vice walks forth with her unsoften’d terrors , 

And Mirth is maduess, and but smiles to slay; 

And Hope is nothing but a false delay. 

The sick mau’s lightning half an hour ere death, 

When Faintness, the last mortal birth of Pain, 

And apathy of limb, the dull beginning 

Of the cold staggering race which Death is winning. 

Steals vein by vein and pulse by pulse away ; 

Yet so relieving the o’er-tortured clay, 

To him appears renewal of his breath, 

And freedom the mere numbness of his chain; — 

And then be talks of life, and how again 
He feels his spirits soaring — albeit weak, 

And of the fresher air, which he would seek, 

And as he whispers knows not that he gasps , 

That his thin finger feels not w hat it clasps, 

And so the film comes o’er him — and the dizzy 
Chamber swims round and round — and shadows busy. 
At which he vainly catches, flit and gleam , 

Till the last rattle chokes the strangled screaqa, 

And all is ice and blackness , — and the earth 
That which it was the moment ere our birth. 

% 

There is no hope for nations ! — Search the page 
Of many thousand years — the daily scene, 

The flow and ebb of each recurring age, 

The everlasting to be which hath been , 

Hath taught us nought or little : still we lean 
On things that rot beneath our weight, and wear 
Our strength away in wrestling with the air; 

For ’t is our uature strikes us down : the beasts 
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Slaughter’d in hourly hecatombs for feasts 

Are of as high an order — they must go 

Even where their driver goads them , though to slaughter. 

Ye men , who pour your blood for kings as water , 

What have they given your children in return? 

A heritage of servitude and woes, 

A blindfold bondage , where your hire is blows. 

What! do not yet the red-hot ploughshares burn, 

O’er which you stumble in a false ordeal, 

And deem this proof of loyalty the real ; 

Kissing the hand that guides you to your scars, 

And glorying as you tread the glowing bars? 

All that your sires have left you , all that Time 
Bequeaths of free, and History of sublime , 

Spring from a different theme ! — Ye see and read, 
Admire and sigh , and then succumb and bleed ! 

Save the few spirits , who , despite of all , 

And worse than all , the sudden crimes engender’d 
By the down-thundering of the prison-wall. 

And thirst to swallow the sw eet waters tender’d , 

Gushing from Freedom's fountains — when the crowd , 
Madden’d with centuries of draught, are loud , 

And trample on each other to obtain 

The cup which brings oblivion of a chain 

Heavy and sore , — in which long yoked they plough’d 

The sand , — or if there sprung the yellow grain , 

’T was not for them , their necks were too much bow’d , 
And their dead palates chew’d the cud of pain : — 

Yes ! the few spirits — who , despite of deeds 
Which they abhor, confound not with the cause 
Those momentary starts from Nature’s laws, 

Which , like the pestilence and earthquake , smite 
But for a term , then pass , and leave the earth 
W’ith all her seasons to repair the blight 
With a few summers, and again put forth 
Cities and generations — fair, when free — 

For, Tyranny, there blooms no bud for thee! 
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3 . 

Glory and Empire ! once upon these towers 
With Freedom — godlike Triad ! how ye sate ! 

The league of mightiest nations, in those hours 
When Venice was an envy, might abate , 

But did not quench , her spirit — in her fate 
All were enwrapp’d : the feasted monarchs knew 
And loved their hostess , nor could learn to hate , 
Although they humbled — with the kingly few 
The many felt, for from all days and climes 
She was the voyager’s worship ; — even her crimes 
Were of the softer order — born of Love , 

She drank no blood, nor fatten’d on the dead , 

But gladden’d where her harmless conquests spread; 
For these restored the Cross , that from above 
Hallow’d her sheltering banners, which incessant 
Flew between earth and the unholy Crescent, 

Which*, if it waned and dwindled, Earth may thank 
The city it has clothed in chains, which clank 
Now, creaking in the ears of those who owe 
The name of Freedom to her glorious struggles ; 

Yet she but shares with them a common w.oe, 

And call'd the “ kingdom ” of a conquering foe , — 
But knows what all — and , most of all , we know — 
With what set gilded terms a tyrant juggles! 

4 . 

The name of Commonwealth is past and gone 
O’er the three fractions of the groaning globe; 
Venice is crush’d, and Holland deigns to own 
A sceptre , and endures the purple robe ; 

If the free Switzer yet bestrides alone 

His chainless mountains, ’t is but for a time, 

For tyranny of late is cunning grown , 

And in its own good season tramples down 
The sparkles of our ashes. One great clime , 

Whose vigorous offspring by dividing ocean 
Are kept apart and nursed in the devotion 
Lord Byron. III. 20 
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Of Freedom, which their fathers fought for, and 
Bequeath’d — a heritage of heart and hand , 

And proud distinction from each other land , 

Whose sons must bow them at a monarch’s motion. 

As if his senseless sceptre were a wand 
Full of the magic of exploded science — 

Still one great clime , in full and free defiance , 

Yet rears her crest, unconquer’d and sublime, 

Above the far Atlantlic! — She has taught 
Her Esau-brelhren that the haughty flag, 

The floating fence of Albion’s feebler crag, 

May strike to those whose red right hands have bought 
Rights cheaply earn’d with blood. — Still , still , for ever 
Better, though each man’s life-blood were a river, 

That it should flow , and overflow , than creep 
Through thousand lazy channels in our veins, 

Damm’d like the dull canal with locks and chains, 

And moving, as a sick man in his sleep , 

Three paces , and then faltering : — better be 
Where the extinguish’d Spartans still are free , 

In their proud charnel of Thermopylae, 

Than stagnate in our marsh, — or o’er the deep 
Fly, and one current to the ocean add , 

One spirit to the souls our fathers had, 

One freeman more, America, to thee! 
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THE 

PROPHECY OF DANTE. 


“ ’T is the sunset of life gives me mjstieaf lore , 

And coming events cast their shadows before." 

Campbell. 


DEDICATION. 


Lvdy ! if for the cold and cloudy dime 

Where 1 was born , but where I would dot die , 

Of the great Poet-Sire of Italy 
I dare to build the imitative rhyme. 

Harsh Runic copy of the South’s sublime. 

Thou art the cause ; and howsoever i 
Fall short of his immortal harmony, 

Thy gentle heart will pardon me the crime. 

Thou , In the pride of Beauty and of Youth , 

Spakest; and for thee to speak and be obey'd 
Are one; but only in the sunny South 

Such sounds are utter’d , and such charms display’d , 

So sweet a language from so fair a mouth 
Ah ! to what effort would it not persuade? 

Ravenna , June 21. 4M9 


PREFACE. 


In the course of a visit to the city of Ravenna in the summer 
of 1819, it was suggested to the author that having composed 
something on the subject of Tasso’s confinement, he should do 

20 * 
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the same on Dante’s exile, — the tomb of the poet forming one 
of the principal objects of interest in that city, both to the native 
and to the stranger. 

“On this hint l spake,” and the result has been the following 
four cantos , in terza rima, now offered to the reader. If they are 
understood and approved, it is my purpose to continue the poem in 
various other cantos to its natural conclusion in the present age. 
The reader is requested to suppose that Dante addresses him in the 
interval between the conclusion of the Divina Commedia and his 
death, and shortly before the latter event, foretelling the fortunes 
of Italy in general in the ensuing centuries. In adopting this plan 
1 have had in my mind the Cassandra of Lycophron, and the 
Prophecy of Nereus by Horace, as well as the Prophecies of Holy 
Writ. The measure adopted is the terza rima of Dante, which I 
am not aware to have seen hitherto tried in our language, except 
it may be by Mr. Hayley , of whose translation I never saw but one 
extract, quoted in the notes to Caliph Vathek ; so that — if I do 
not err — this poem may be considered as a metrical experiment. 
The cantos are short, and about the same length of those of the poet, 
whose name I have borrowed , and most probably taken in vain. 

Amongst the inconveniences of authors in the present day, it is 
difficult for any who have a name, good or bad, to escape transla- 
tion. I have had the fortune to sec the fourth cantoofChilde Harold 
translated into Italian versi sciolti, — that is, a poem written in the 
Spenserean stanza into blank verse, without regard to the natural 
divisions of the stanza or of the sense. If the present poem, being 
on a national topic, should chance to undergo the same fate, I 
would request the Italian reader to remember that when I have 
failed in the imitation of his great “Padre Alighier,” I have failed 
in imitating that which all study and few understand, since to this 
>ery day it is not yet settled what was the meaning of the allegory 
in the first canto of the Inferno, unless Count Marchetti’s inge- 
nious and probable conjecture may be considered as having decided 
the question. 

He may also pardon my failure the more, as I am not quite 
sure that he would be pleased with my success, since the Italians, 
with a pardonable nationality, are particularly jealous of all that 
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is left them as a nation — their literature; and in the present 
bitterness of the classic and romantic war, are but ill disposed 
to permit a foreigner even to approve or imitate them, without 
finding some fault with his ultramontane presumption. I can 
easily enter into all this, knowing what would he thought in 
England of an Italian imitator of Milton , or if a translation of 
Monti, or Pindemonte, or Arid, should be held up to the rising 
generation as a model for their future poetical essays. But I per- 
ceive that I am deviating into an address to the Italian reader, 
when my business is with the English one; and be they few or 
many, I must take my leave of both. 


CANTO I. 


Oncr more in man’s frail world ! which I had left 
So long that ’t was forgotten ; and I feel 
The weight of clay again , — too soon bereft 
Of the immortal vision which could heal 
My earthly sorrows , and to God’s own skies 
Lift me from that deep gulf without repeal , 
Where late my ears rung with the damned cries 
Of souls in hopeless bale; and from that place 
Of lesser torment, whence men may arise 
Pure from the fire to join the angelic race ; 

Midst whom my own bright Beatrice bless’d 
My spirit with her light; and to the base 
Of the eternal Triad ! first, last, best, 

Mysterious, three, sole, infinite, great God I 
Soul universal ! led the mortal guest , 
Unblasted by the glory , though he trod 
From star to star to reach the almighty throne. 
Oh Beatrice! whose sweet limbs the sod 
So long hath press’d, and the cold marble stone. 
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Thou sole pure seraph of my earliest love, 

Love so ineffable, and so alone, 

That nought on earth could more my bosom move , 

And meeting thee in heaven was but to meet 
That without which my soul, like the arkless dove. 
Had wander’d still in search of, nor her feet 
Relieved her wing till found ; without thy light 
My paradise had still been incomplete. 

Since my tenth sun gave summer to my sight 
Thou wert my life , the essence of my thought , 
Loved ere I knew the name of love , and bright 
Still in these dim old eyes, now overwrought 
With the world’s war , and years, and banishment. 
And tears for thee , by other woes untaught ; 

For mine is not a nature to be bent 
By tyrannous faction , and the brawling crowd , 

And though the long, loug conflict hath been spent 
In vain , and never more, save when the cloud 
Which overhangs the Apennine, my mind's eye 
Pierces to fancy Florence , once so proud 
Of me , can I return , though but to die , 

Unto my native soil , they have not yet 
Quench’d the old eiile’s spirit, stern and high. 

But the sun, though not overcast, must set, 

And the night cometh ; I am old in days , 

And deeds , and contemplation , and have met 
Destruction face to face in all his ways. 

The world hath left me , what it found me, pure. 
And if I have not gather’d yet its praise , 

I sought it not by any baser lure; 

Man wrongs , and Time avenges , and my name 
May form a monument not all obscure. 

Though such was not my ambition’s end or aim, 

To add to the vain-glorious list of those 
Who dabble in the pettiness of fame, 

And make men’s fickle breath the wind that blows 
Their sail , and deem it glory to be class’d 
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With conquerors , and virtue’s other foes , 

In bloody chronicles of ages past. 

t would have had my Florence great and free : 

Oh Florence! Florence! untome thou wast 
Like that Jerusalem which the Almighty He 
Wept over , ‘ ‘ but thou wouldst not ; ” as the bird 
Gathers its young, I would have gather’d thee 
Beneath a parent pinion , hadst thou heard 
My toice; but as the adder, deaf and fierce, 

Against the breast that cherish'd thee was stirr'd 
Thy venom , and my state thou didst amerce, 

And doom this body forfeit to the fire. 

Alas ! how bitter is his country’s curse 
To him who for that country would expire, 

But did not merit to expire by her, 

And loves her, loves her even in her ire. 

The day may come when she will cease to err, 

The day may come she would be proud to have 
The dust she dooms to scatter, and transfer 
Of him, whom she denied a home , the grave. 

But this shall not be granted ; let my dust 
Lie where it falls ; nor shall the soil which gave 
Me breath, but In her sudden fury thrust 
Me forth to breathe elsewhere , so rcassume 
My indignant bones , because her angry gust 
Forsooth is over, and repeal'd her doom; 

No , — she denied me what was mine — my roof, 
And shall not have what is not hers — my tomb. 

Too long her armed wrath hath kept aloof 
The breast which would have bled for her , the heart 
That beat, the mind that was temptation proof, 

The man who fought, toil'd, travell’d, and each part 
Of a true citizen fulfill’d , and saw 
For his reward the GuelFs ascendant art 
Pass his destruction even into a law. 

These things are not made for forgetfulness , 
Florence shall be forgotten first; loo raw 
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The wound , too deep the wrong, and the distress 
Of such endurance too prolong’d to make 
My pardon greater, her injustice less , 

Though late repented ; yet — yet for her sake 
I feel some fonder yearnings , and for thine , 

My own Beatrice, I would hardly take 
Yengeance upon the land which once was mine , 

And still is hallow’d by thy dust’s return , 

Which would protect the murderess like a shrine , 
And save ten thousand foes by thy sole urn. 

Though , like old Marius from Minturnae’s marsh 
And Carthage ruins, my lone breast may burn 
At times with evil feelings hot and harsh , 

And sometimes the last pangs of a vile foe 
Writhe in a dream before me, and o’erarch 
My brow w ith hopes of triumph , — let them go ! 

Such are the last infirmities of those 

W r ho long have suffer'd more than mortal woe, 

And yet being mortal still , have no repose 
But on the pillow of Revenge — Revenge , 

Who sleeps to dream of blood , and waking glows 
With the oft— baffled , slakeless thirst of change , 
When we shall mount again , and they that trod 
Be trampled on , while Death and \16 range 
O’er humbled heads and sever’d necks — Great God l 
Take these thoughts from me — to thy hands I yield 
My many wrongs, and thine almighty rod 
Will fall on those who smote me, — be my shield ! 

As thou hast been in peril , and in pain, 

In turbulent cities, and the tented field — 

In toil , and many troubles borne in vain 
For Florence. — I appeal from her to Thee ! 

Thee , whom I late saw in thy loftiest reign , 

Even in that glorious vision , which to see 
And live was never granted until now, 

And yet thou hast permitted this to me. 

Alas ! with what a weight upon my brow 
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The sense of earth and earthly things come back , 
Corrosive passions , feelings dull and low , 

The heart’s quick throb upon the mental rack , 

Long day, and dreary night ; the retrospect 
Of half a century bloody and black , 

And the frail few years I may yet expect 
Hoary and hopeless , but less hard to bear, 

For I have been too long and deeply wreck’d 
On the lone rock of desolate Despair , 

To lift my eyes more to the passing sail 
Which shuns that reef so horrible and bare; 

Nor raise my voice — for who would heed my wail? 

I am not of this people, nor this age, 

And yet my harpings will unfold a tale 
Which shall preserve these times when not a page 
Of their perturbed annals could attract 
An eye to gaze upon their civil rage , 

Did not my verse embalm full many an act 
Worthless as they who wrought it: 't is the doom 
Of spirits of my order to be rack’d 
In life, to wear their hearts out, and consume 
Their days in endless strife , and die alone ; 

Then future thousands crowd around their tomb, 
And pilgrims come from climes where they have known 
The name of him — who now is but a name , 

And wasting homage o’er the sullen stone , 

Spread his — by him unheard , unheeded — fame ; 
And mine at least hath cost me dear: to die 
Is nothing; but to wither thus — to tame 
My mind down from its own infinity — 

To live in narrow ways with little men , 

A common sight to every common eye, 

A wanderer , while even wolves can find a den , 

Ripp’d from all kindred, from all home, all things 
That make communion sweet, and soften pain — 
To feel me in the solitude of kings 

Without the power that makes them bear a crown — 
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To envy every dove his nest and wings 
Which waft him where the Apennine looks down 
On Arno , till he perthes , it may be , 

Within my ail inexorable town , 

Where yet my boys are , and that fatal she , 

Their mother , the cold partner who hath bronght 
Destruction for a dowry — this to see 
And feel, and know without repair, hath taught 
A bitter lesson ; but it leaves me free : 

I have not vilely found , nor basely sought , 

They made an Exile — not a slave of me. 

’€ ANT i) II. 


The Spirit of the fervent days of Old, 

When words were things that eame to pass , and thought 
Flash’d o'er the future , bidding men behold 
Their children’s children’s doom already brought 
Forth from the abyss of time which is to be , 

The chaos of events, where lie half-wrought 
Shapes that must undergo mortality; 

What the great Seers of Israel wore within , 

That spirit was on them , and is on me, 

Aud if, Cassandra-like, amidst the din 
Of conflict none will hear , or hearing' heed 
This voice from out the Wilderness , 'the sin 
Be theirs , and my own feelings be my meed , 

The only guerdon I have ever known. 

Hast thou not bled? and hast thou still to bleed , 

Italia? Ah! to me such things , foreshown 
With dim sepulchral light , bid me forget 
In thine irreparable wrongs’ my own ; 

We can have but one country , and even yet 
Thou ’rt mine — my bones shall be within thy breast. 
My soul within thy language , which once set 
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With our old Roman sway in the wide West ; 

But I will make another tongue arise 
As lofty and more sweet, in which express’d 
The hero’s ardour, or the lover’s sighs , 

Shall find alike such sounds for every theme 
That every word , as brilliant as thy skies , 

Shall realize a poet’s proudest dream , 

And make thee Europe’s nightingale of song; 

So that all present speech to thine shall seem 
The note of meaner birds , and every tongue 

Confess its barbarism when compared with thine. 

This slialt thou owe to him thou didst so wrong, 

Thy Tuscan Bard , the banish’d Ghibelline. 

Woe! woe! the veil of coming centuries 
Is rent, — a thousand years which yet supine 
Lie like the ocean waves ere winds arise. 

Heaving in dark and sullen undulation. 

Float from eternity into these eyes ; 

The storms yet sleep , the clouds still keep their station , 
The unborn earthquake yet is in the womb , 

The bloody chaos yet expects creation , 

But all things are disposing for thy doom ; 

The elements await but for the word, 

“Let there be darkness ! ” and thou grow’st a tomb! 
Yes! thou, so beautiful, sbalt feel the sword, 

Thou , Italy ! so fair that Paradise , 

Revived in thee, blooms forth to man restored: 

Ah ! must the sons of Adam lose it twice? 

Thou, Italy! whose ever golden fields, 

Plough’d by the sunbeams solely , would suffice 
For the world’s grauary ; thou , whose sky heaven gilds 
With brighter stars, and robes with deeper blue; 
Thou , in whose pleasant places Summer builds 
Her palace, in whose cradle Empire grew. 

And form’d the Eternal City’s ornaments 
From spoils of kings whom freemen overthrew; 
Birthplace of heroes, sanctuary of saints, 
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Where earthly first, then heavenly glory made 
Her home; thou, all which fondest fancy paints, 

Aud finds her prior vision but portray’d 
In feeble colours , when the eye — from the Alp 
Of horrid snow , aud rock , and shaggy shade 
Of desert-loving pine , whose emerald scalp 
Nods to the storm — dilates and dotes o’er thee , 

And wistfully implores, as ’t were, for help 
To see thy sunny fields , my Italy, 

Nearer and nearer yet , and dearer still 

The more approach’d , and dearest were they free , 

Thou — Thou must wither to each tyrant’s will : 

The Goth hath been , — the German , Frank , and Hun 
Are yet to come, — and on the imperial hill 
Ruin , already proud of the deeds done 

By the old barbarians , there awaits the new , 

Throned on the Palatine, while lost and won 
Rome at her feet lies bleeding ; and the hue 
Of human sacrifice and Roman slaughter 
Troubles the clotted air, of late so blue , 

And deepens into red the saffron water 

Of Tiber, thick with dead; the helpless priest, 

And still more helpless nor less holy daughter, 

Vow’d to their God, have shrieking fled, and ceased 
Their ministry : the nations take their prey , 

Iberian, Almain, Lombard, and the beast 
And bird, wolf, vulture, more humane than they 
Are; these but gorge the flesh and lap the gore 
Of the departed , and then go their way ; 

But those, the human savages, eiplore 
All paths of torture, and insatiate yet, 

With Ugolino hunger prowl for more. 

Nine moons shall rise o’er scenes like this and set; 

The chiefless army of the dead , which late 
Beneath the traitor Prince’s banner met, 

Hath left its leader’s ashes at the gate; 

Had but the royal Rebel lived , perchance 
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Thou hadst been spared, but his involved thy fate. 

Oh! Rome, the spoiler or the spoil of France, 

From Brennus to the Bourbon , never, never 
Shall foreign standard to thy walls advance 
But Tiber shall become a mournful river. 

Oh ! when the strangers pass the Alps and Po , 

Crush them , ye rocks ! floods whelm them , and for ever ’ 
Why sleep the idle avalanches so, 

To topple on the lonely pilgrim’s head? 

Why doth Eridanus but overflow 
The peasant’s harvest from his turbid bed? 

Were not each barbarous horde a nobler prey? 

Over Cambyses’ host the desert spread 
Her sandy ocean , and the sea waves’ sway 
Roll’d over Pharaoh and his thousands, — why, 

Mountains and waters, do ye not as they? 

• And you, ye men! Romans, who dare not die, 

Sons of the conquerors who overthrew 
Those who overthrew proud Xeries , where yet lie 
The dead whose tomb Oblivion never knew, 

Are the Alps weaker than Thermoplyae? 

Their passes more alluring to the view 
Of an invader? is it they, or ye. 

That to each host the mountain-gate unbar, 

And leave the march in peace, the passage free? 

Why, Nature’s self detains the victor’s car. 

And makes your land impregnable , if earth 
Could be so; but alone she will not war, 

Yet aids the warrior worthy of his birth 
In a soil where the mothers bring forth men : 

Not so with those whose sotils are little worth ; 

For them no fortress can avail , — the den 
Of the poor reptile which preserves its sting 
Is more secure than walls of adamant, when 
The hearts of those within are quivering. 

Are ye not brave? Yes, yet the Ausonian soil 
Hath hearts, and hands, and arms, and hosts to bring 
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AgainstOppression ; but how vain the toil, 

While still Division sows the seeds of woe 
And weakness , till the stranger reaps the spoil. 

Oh ! my own beauteous land ! so long laid low , 

So long the grave of thy own children’s hopes , 

When there is but required a single blow 
To break the chain , yet — yet the Avenger slope , 

And Doubt and Discord step ’twist thine and thee , 
And join their strength to that which with thee copes; 
What is there wanting then to set thee free, 

And show thy beauty in its fullest light? 

To make the Alps impassable ; and we, 

Her sons, may do this with one deed — Unite. 


CANTO III. 


Froh out the mass of never-dying ill , 

The Plague , the Prince , the Stranger , and the Sword , 
Vials of wrath but emptied to refill 
And flow again , 1 cannot all record 

That crowds on my prophetic eye : the earth 
And ocean written o’er would not afford 
Space for the annal , yet it shall go forth ; 

Yes, all, though not by human pen , is graven, 

There where the farthest suns and stars have birth , 
Spread like a banner at the gate of heaven , 

The bloody scroll of our millennial wrongs 
Waves , and the echo of our groans is driven 
Athwart the sound of archaftgelic songs , 

And Italy, the martyr’d nation’s gore, 

Will not in vain arise to where belongs 
Omnipotence and mercy evermore : 

Like to a harpstring stricken by the wind , 

The sound of her lament shall , rising o’er 
The seraph voices, touch the Almighty Mind. 
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Meantime I , humblest of thy sons , and of 
Earth’s dust by immortal ityTeflued 
To sense and suffering, though the vain may scoff, 

And tyrants threat, and meeker victims bow 
Before the storm because its breath is tough , 

To thee , my country ! whom before , as now , 

I loved and love , devote the mournful lyre 
And melancholy gift high powers allow 
To read the future ; and if now my fire 
Is not as once it shone o’er thee , forgive! 

I but foretell thy fortunes — then eipire; 

Think not that I would look on them and live. 

A spirit forces me to see and Spedk, 

And for my guerdon grants not to survive ; 

My heart shall be pour’d over thee and break : 

Yet for a moment , ere I must resume 
Thy sable web of sorrow, let me take 
Over the gleams that flaJih athwart 'thy gloom 
A softer glimpse ; some stars shine through thy night , 
And many meteors , and above thy tomb 
Leans sculptured Beauty, which Death cannot blight; 
And from thine ashes boundless spirits rise 
To give thee honour, and the earth delight; 

Thy soil shall still be pregnant With the wise, 

The gay, thelearn’d, the generous, and the brave, 
Native to thee as summer to thy skies , 

Conquerors on foreign shores, and the far wave, 
Discoverers of new worlds, which take their name; 
For thee alone they have no arm to save, 

And all thy recompense is in their fame, 

A noble one to them , bnt not to thee — 

Shall they be glorious , and thou still the same? 

Oh ! more than these illustrious far shall be 
The being — and even yet he may be bom — 

The mortal saviour who shall set thee free, 

And sec thy diadem so changed and worn 
By fresh barbarians, on thy brow replaced; 
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And the sweet sun replenishing thy morn , 

Thy moral morn , too long with clouds defaced 
And noxious vapours from Averuus risen , 

Such as all they must breathe who are debased 
By servitude, and have the mind in prison. 

Yet through this centuried eclipse of w oe 
Some voices shall be heard, and earth shall listen ; 
Poets shall follow in the path I show, 

And make it broader; the same brilliant sky 
Which cheers the birds to song shall bid them glow. 
And raise their notes as natural and high ; 

Tuneful shall be their numbers; they shall siog 
Many of love, and some of liberty , 

But few shall soar upon that eagle’s wing, 

And look in the sun’s face with eagle’s gaze , 

All free and fearless as the feather’d king, 

But fly more near the earth; how r many a phrase 
Sublime shall lavish’d be on some small prince 
In all the prodigality of praise! 

And language, eloquently false, evince 
The harlotry of geuius, which, like beauty, 

Too oft forgets its own self-reverence, 

And looks on prostitution as a duty. 

He who once enters in a tyrant’s hall 

As guest is slave , his thoughts become a booty. 

And the first day which sees the chain enthral 
A captive, sees his half of manhood gone — 

The soul’s emasculations saddcus all 
His spirit; thus 'he Bard too near the throne 
Quails from his inspiration,- bound to please, — 

How servile is the task to please alone ! 

To smooth the verse to suit his sovereign’s ease 
And royal leisure , nor too much prolong 
Aught save his eulogy, and find, and seize, 

Or force , or forge fit argument of song ! 

Thus trammell’d , thus condemn’d to Flattery’s trebles , 
He toils through all , still trembling to be wrong : 
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For fear some noble thoughts , like heavenly rebels , 
Should rise up in high treason to his brain, 

He sings , as the Athenian spoke , with pebbles 
In 's mouth , lest truth should stammer through his strain. 
But out of the long file of sonneteers 
There shall be some who will not sing in vain , 

And he , their prince, shall rang among my peers, 

And love shall be his torment; but his grief 
Shall make an immortality of tears , 

And Italy shall hail him as the Chief 
Of Poet-lovers , and his higher song 
Of Freedom wreathe him with as green a leaf. 

But in a farther age shall rise along 
The banks of Po two greater still than he ; 

The world which smiled on bim shall do them wrong 
Till they are ashes, and repose with me. 

The first will make an epoch with his lyre , 

And fill the earth with feats of chivalry : 

His fancy like a rainbow , and his fire , 

Like that of Heaven , immortal , and his thought 
Borne onward with a w'ing that cannot tire : 

Pleasure shall, like a butterfly new caught, 

Flutter her lovely pinions o’er his theme , 

And Art itself seem into Nature wrought 
By the transparency of his bright dream. — 

The second , of a tenderer, sadder mood , 

Shall pour his soul out o’er Jerusalem ; 

He, too, shall sing of arms, and Christian blood 
Shed where Christ bled for man ; and his high harp 
Shall , by the willow over Jordan’s flood , 

Revive a song of Sion , and the sharp 
Conflict, and final triumph of the brave 
And pious, and the strife of hell to warp 
Their hearts from their great purpose , until wave 
The red-cross banners where the first red Cross 
Was crimson’d from his veins who died to save. 

Shall be his sacred argument; the loss 
Lord Byron. III. 21 
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Of years, of favour, freedom, even of fame 
Contested for a time , while the smooth gloss 
Of courts would slide o’er his forgotten name, 

And call captivity a kindness , meant 
To shield him from insanity or shame. 

Such shall be his meet guerdon ! who w r as sent 
To be Christ’s Laureate — they reward him well ! 
Florence dooms me but death or banishment, 

Ferrara him a pittance and a cell , 

Harder to bear and less deserved, for I 
Had slung the factions which I strove to quell; 

But this meek man , who with a lover’s eye 

Will look on earth and heaven , and who will deign 
To embalm with his celestial flattery 
As poor a thing as e'er was spawn’d to reign , 

What will he do to merit such a doom? 

Perhaps he ’ll love , — and is not love in vain 
Torture enough without a living tomb? 

Yet it will be so — he and his compeer , 

The Hard of Chivalry , will both consume 
In penury and pain too many a year, 

And, dying in despondency, bequeath 
To the kind world , which scarce will yield a tear 
A heritage enriching all who breathe 
With the wealth of a genuine poet’s soul, 

And to their country a redoubled wreath 
Unmatch’d by time; not Hellas can unroll 
Through her olympiads two such names, though one 
Of hers be mighty; — and is this the whole 
Of such men’s destiny beneath the sun? 

Must all the finer thoughts , the thrilling sense , 

The electric blood with which their arteries run 
Their body’s self turn’d soul with the intense 
Feeling of that which is, and fancy of 
That which should be , to such a recompense 
Conduct? shall their bright plumage on the rough 
Storm be still scatter'd? Yes, and it must be, 
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For , form’d of far too penetrable stuff, 

These birds of Paradise but long to flee 

Back to their native mansion, soon they find 
Earth's mist with their pure pinions not agree, 

And die or are degraded, for the mind 
Succumbs to long infection, and despair, 

And vulture passions flying close behind, 

Await the moment to assail and tear; 

And when at length the winged wanderers stoop, 

Then is the prey-birds’ triumph , then they share 
The spoil , o’erpower’d at length by one fell swoop. 

Yet some have been untouch’d who learn’d to bear, 

Some whom no power could ever force to droop , 

Who could resist themselves even , hardest care ! 

And task most hopeless ; but some such have been , 

And if my name amongst the number were, 

That destiny austere , and yet serene, 

Were prouder than more dazzling fame unbless’d ; 

The Alp’s snow summit nearer heaven is seen 
Than the volcano’s fierce eruptive crest, 

Whose splendour from the black abyss is flung, 

While the scorch’d mountain , from whose burning breast 
A temporary torturing flame is wrung, 

Shines for a night of terror, then repels 
Its fire back to the hell from whence it sprung , 

The hell which in its entrails ever dwells. 

CANTO IV. 


Many are poets who have never penn’d 
Their inspiration , and perchance the best : 

They felt, and loved, and died, but would not lend 
Their thoughts to meaner beings ; they compress’d 
The god within them , and rejoin’d the stars 
Unlaurell'd upon earth , but far more bless’d 
Than those who are degraded by the jars 

21 * 
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Of passion , and their frailties link’d to fame , 
Conquerors of high renown , but full of scars. 
Many are poets but without the name , 

For what is poesy but to create 
From overfeeling good or ill ; and aim 
At an external life beyond our fate, 

And be the new Prometheus of new men , 
Bestowing fire from heaven, and then, too late. 
Finding the pleasure given repaid with pain , 

And vultures to the heart of the bestower , 

Who , having lavish’d his high gift in vain , 

Lies chain’d to his lone rock by the sea-shore? 

So be it : we can bear. — But thus all they 
Whose intellect is an o’ermastering power 
Which still recoils from its encumbering clay 
Or lightens it to spirit, whatsoe’er 
The form which their creations may essay , 

Are bards; the kindled marble’s bust may wear 
More poesy upon its speaking brow 
Than aught less than the Homeric page may bear; 
One noble stroke with a whole life may glow , 

Or deify the canvass till it shine 
With beauty so surpassing all below , 

That they who kneel to idols so divine 
Break no commandment, for high heaven is there 
Transfused, transfigurated : and the line 
Of poesy , which peoples but the air 

With thought and beings of our thought reflected , 
Can do no more : then let the artist share 
The palm, he shares the peril, and dejected 
Faints o’er the labour unapproved — Alas ! 
Despair and Genius are too oft connected. 

Within the ages which before me pass 
Art shall resume and equal even the sway 
Which with Apelles and old Phidias 
She held in Hellas’ unforgotten day. 

Ye shall be taught by liuin to revive 
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The Grecian forms at least from their deday, 

And Roman souls at last again shall live 
In Roman works wrought by Italian hands, 

And temples, loftier than the old temples, give 
New wonders to the world ; and while still stands 
The austere Pantheon , into heaveu shall soar 
A dome, its image, while the base expands 
Into a fane surpassing all before, 

Such as all flesh shall flock to kneel in : ne’er 
Such sight hath been unfolded by a door 
As this , to which all nations shall repair, 

And lay their sins at this huge gate of heaven. 

And the bold Architect unto whose care 
The daring charge to raise it shall be given , ; *, 

Whom all arts shall acknowledge as their lord. 
Whether into the marble chaos driven 
His chisel bid the Hebrew, at whose word 
Israel left Egypt, stop the waves in stone, 

Or hues of Hell be by his pencil pour'd 
Over the damn’d before the judgment throne. 

Such as I saw them , such as all shall see , 

Or fanes be built of grandeur yet unknown , 

The stream of his great thoughts shall spring from me, 
. The Ghibelline , who traversed the three realms 
Which form the empire of eternity. 

Amidst the clash of swords, and clang of helms, 

The age which I anticipate , no less 
Shall be the Age of Beauty, and while whelms 
Calamity the nations with distress, 

The genius of my country shall arise, 

A Cedar towering o’er the Wilderness, 

Lovely in all its branches to all eyes, 

Fragrant as fair, and recognised afar, 

Wafting its native incense through the skies. 
Sovereigns shail pause amidst their sport of war. 
Wean’d for an hour from blood , to turn and gaze 
On canvass or on stone; and they who mar 
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All beauty upon earth , compell’d to praise , 

Shall feel the power of that which they destroy ; 

And Art’s mistaken gratitude shall raise 
To tyrants who but take her for a toy 

Emblems and monuments , and prostitute 
Her charms to pontiffs proud, who but employ 
The man of genius as the meanest brute 
To bear a burthen , and to serve a need , 

To sell his labours , and his soul to boot. 

Who toils for nations may be poor indeed , 

But free ; who sweats for monarchs is no more 
Than the gilt chamberlain , who , clothed and fee'd , 
Stands sleek and slavish , bowing at his door. 

Oh, Power that rulest and inspirest! how 
Is it that they on earth , whose earthly pov er 
Is likest thine in heaven in outward show , 

Least like to thee in attributes divine, 

Tread on the universal necks that bow , 

And then assure us that their rights are thine? 

And how is it that they , the sons of fame , 

Whose inspiration seems to them to shine 
From high , they whom the nations oftest name , 

Must pass their days in penury or pain , 

Or step to grandeur through the paths of shame , 

And wear a deeper brand and gaudier chain ? 

Or if their destiny be born aloof 

From lowliness, or tempted thence in vain , 

In their own souls sustain a harder proof, 

The inner war of passions deep and fierce? 

Florence! when thy harsh sentence razed my roof, 

I loved thee ; but the vengeance of my verse , 

The hate of injuries which every year 
Makes greater, and accumulates my curse , 

Shall live , outliving all thou holdest dear , 

Thy pride, thy wealth, thy freedom, and even that, 
The most infernal of all evils here , 

The sway of petty tyrants in a state ; 
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For such sway is not limited to kings , 

And demagogues yield to them but in date 
As swept oft' sooner; in all deadly things 
Which make men hate themselves, and one another, 

In discord, cowardice, cruelty, all that springs 
From Death the Sin-born’s incest with his mother, 

In rank oppression in its rudest shape. 

The faction Chief is but the Sultan’s brother, 

And the worst despot’s far less human ape : 

Florence ! when this lone spirit, which so long 
Yearn’d , as the captive toiling at escape , 

To ily back to thee in despite of wrong, 

An exile , saddest of all prisoners , 

Who has the whole world for a dungeon strong, 

Seas , mountains , and the horizon’s verge for bars , 
Which shut him from the sole small spot of earth 
W r here — w hatsoe’er his fate — he still were hers , 

His country’s , and might die where he had birth — 
Florence ! w hen this lone spirit shall return 
To kindred spirits , thou wilt feel my worth , 

And seek to honour with an empty urn 
The ashes thou shalt ne’er obtain — Alas ! 

‘‘What have I done to thee, my people?” Stern 
Are all thy dealings, but in this they pass 
The limits of man’s common malice, for 
All that a citizen could be I was ; 

Raised by thy will , all thine in peace or war. 

And for this thou hast warr’d with me. — 'T is done : 

I may not overleap the eternal bar 
Built up between us , and will die alone. 

Beholding with the dark eye of a seer 
The evil days to gifted souls foreshown , 

Foretelling them to those who will not hear. 

As in the old time , till the hour be come 
When Truth shall strike their eyes through many a tear. 
And make them own the Prophet in his tomb. 
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TO 

NAPOLEON BUONOPARTE. 


“Expende Annlbalem: — quot libras in duce sunimo 
Invenies?” 

JUVENAL, Sat. x. 

“The Emperor Nepos was acknowledged by the Senate, by the 
Italians, and by the Provincials of Gaul; his moral virtues , and 
military talents , were loudly celebrated ; and those who derived 
any private benefit from his government announced in prophetic 
strains the restoration of public felicity. 

By this shameful abdication , he protracted his life a few years, 
in a very ambiguous stale, between an Emperor and an Exile, 
till — " 

Gibbon’s Decline and Fall. vol. vi. p. 22y. 


*T is done — but yesterday a King ! 

And arm’d with Kings to strive — 

And now thou art a nameless thing: 

So abject — yet alive ! 

Is this the man of thousand thrones , 

Who strew’d our earth with hostile bones , 
And can he thus survive? 

Since he , miscall’d the Morning Star, 

Nor man nor Rend hath fallen so far. 

2 . 

Ill-minded man ! why scourge thy kind 
Who bow’d so low the knee? 
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By gazing on thyself grown blind , 

Thou taught’st the rest to see. 

With might unquestion’d, — power to save, — 
Thine only gift hath been the grave 
To those that worshipp’d thee; 

Nor till thy fall could mortals guess 
Ambition 's less than littleness! 

3 . 

Thanks for that lesson — it will teach 
To after-warriors more 
Than high Philosophy can preach , 

And vainly preach’d before. 

That spell upon the minds of men 
Breaks never to unite again , 

That led them to adore 
Those Pagod things of sabre sway, 

With fronts of brass , and feet of clav. 

4 . 

The triumph , and the vanity , 

The rapture of the strife — 

The earthquake voice of Victory, 

To thee the breath of life ; 

The sword, the sceptre, and that sway 
Which man seem’d made but to obey , 

Wherewith renown was rife — 

All quell’d ! — Dark Spirit ! what must be 
The madness of thy memory ! 

5 . 

The Desolator desolate ! 

The Victor overthrown ! 

The Arbiter of others' fate 
A Suppliant for his own ! 

Is it some yet imperial hope 

That with such change can calmly cope? 

Or dread of death alone? 

To die a prince — or live a slave — 

Thy choice is most ignobly brave ! 
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6 . 

He who of old would rend the oak, 
Dreatn’d not of the rebound ; 

Chain’d by the trunk he vainly broke — 
Alone — how look’d he round ? 

Thou in the sternness of thy strength 
An equal deed hast done at length , 

And darker fate hast found : 

He fell , the forest prowlers’ prey ; 

But thou must eat thy heart away ! 

7 . 

The Roman , when his burning heart 
Was slaked with blood of Rome , 
Threw down the dagger — dared depart , 
In savage grandeur, home. — 

He dared depart in utter scorn 
Of men that such a yoke had borne. 

Yet left him such a doom ! 

His only glory was that hour 
Of self-upheld abandon’d power. 

8 . 

The Spaniard , when the lust of sway 
Had lost its quickening spell , 

Cast crowns for rosaries away , 

An empire for a cell ; 

A strict accountant of his beads , 

A subtle disputant on creeds , 

His dotage trifled well : 

Yet better had he neither known 
A bigot’s shrine, nor despot’s throne. 

9 . 

But thou — from thy reluctant hand 
The thunderbolt is wrung — 

Too late thou leav’st the high command 
To which thy weakness clung; 

All Evil Spirit as thou art , 

It is enough to grieve the heart 
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To see thine own unstrung, , 

To think that God’s fair world hath been 
The footstool of a thing so mean ; 

10 . 

And Eearth hath spilt her blood for him , 

Who thus can hoard his own ! 

And Monarchs bow’d the trcjnbling limb , 

And thank’d him for a throne ! 

Fair Freedom! we may hold thee dear, 

When thus thy mightiest foes their fear 
In humblest guise have shown. 

Oh ! ne'er may tyrant leave behind 
A brighter name to lure mankind ! 

11 . 

Thine evil deeds are writ in gore , 

Nor written thus in vain — 

Thy triumphs tell of fame no more , 

Or deepen every stain : 

If thou hadst died as honour dies. 

Some new Napoleon might arise, 

To shame the world again — 

But who would soar the solar height, 

To set in such a starless night? 

12 . 

Weigh’d in the balance , hero dust 
Is vile as vulgar clay; 

Thy scales, Mortality! are just 
To all that pass aw ay : 

But yet methought the living great 
Some higher sparks should animate , 

To dazzle and dismay : 

Nor deem’d Contempt could thus make mirth 
Of these , the Conquerors of the earth. 

13 . 

And she, proud Austria’s mournful flower, 

Thy still imperial bride ; 
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How bears her breast the torturing hour? 

Still clings she to thy side? 

Must she too bend , must she loo share 
Thy late repentance, long despair, 

Thou throneless Homicide? 

If still she loves thee , hoard that gem , 

’T is worth thy vanish’d diadem ! 

14 . 

Then haste thee to thy sullen Isle , 

And gaze upon the sea ; 

That element may meet thy smile — 

It ne’er was ruled by thee ! 

Or trace with thine all idle hand 
In loitering mood upon the sand 
That Earth is now as free ! 

That Corinth’s pedagogue hath now 
Transferr’d his by-word to thy brow. 

15 . 

Thou Tiraour ! in his captive’s cage 
What thoughts will there be thine , 
While brooding in thy prison’d rage? 

But one — “The world teas mine ! ” 
Unless, like he of Babylon , 

All sense is with thy sceptre gone , 

Life will not long confine 
That spirit pour’d so widely forth — 

So long obey’d — so little worth! 

16 . 

Or , like the thief of fire from heaven , 
Wilt thou withstand the shock? 

And share with him , the unforgiven , 
His vulture and his rock ! 

Foredoom’d by God — by man accurst , 
And that last act , though not thy worst , 
The very Fiend’s arch mock ; 

He in his fall preserved his pride, 

And, if a mortal, had as proudly died ! 
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There was a day — there was an hour, 

While earth was Gaul’s — Gaul thine — 
When that immeasurable power 
Unsated to resign 
Had been an act of purer fame , 

Than gathers round Marengo’s name, 

And gilded thy decline, 

Through the long twilight of all time , 

Despite some passing clouds of crime. 

18 . 

But thou forsooth must be a king , 

And don the purple vest, — 

As if that foolish robe could wring 
Remembrance from thy breast. 

Where is that faded garment? where 
The gewgaws thou wert fond to wear, 

The star — the string — the crest? 

Vain froward child of empire ! say, 

Are all thy playthings snatch’d away? 

10 . 

Where may the wearied eye repose 
When gazing on the Great; 

Where neither guilty glory glows , 

Nor despicable state? 

Yes — one — the first — the last — the best — 
The Cincionalus of the West, 

Whom envy dared not hate, 

Bequeath’d the name of Washinghton , 

To make man blush there was but one ! 


% 


« 
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MONODY 

ON THE 

DEATH OF THE RIGHT HON. R. B. SHERIDAN. 

SPOKEN AT DRURY-LANE THEATRE. 


W hen the last sunshine of expiring day 
In summer’s twilight weeps itself away. 

Who hath not felt the softness of the hour 
Sink on the heart, as dew along the (lower? 

With a pure feeling which absorbs and awes 
While Nature makes that melancholy pause , 

Her breathing moment on the bridge where Time 
Of light and darkness forms an arch sublime , 

W’ho hath not shared that calm so still and deep, 

The voiceless thought which would not speak but weep , 
A holy concord — and a bright regret , 

A glorious sympathy with suns that set? 

’T is not harsh sorrow — but a tenderer woe, 

Nameless, but dear to gentle hearts below, 

Felt without bitterness — but full and clear, 

A sweet dejection — a transparent tear. 

Unmix’d with worldly grief or selfish stain , 

Shed without shame — and secret without pain. 

Even as the tenderness that hour instils 
When Summer’s day declines along the hills, 

So feels the fulness of our heart and eyes 
When all of Genius which can perish dies. 

A mighty Spirit is eclipsed — a Power 

Hath pass’d from day to darkness — to whose hour 
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Of light no likeness is bequeath’d — no name. 

Focus at once of all the rays of Fame ! 

The flash of Wit — the bright Intelligence , 

The beam of Song — the blaze of Eloquence, 

Set with their Sun — but still have left behind 
The enduring produce of immortal Mind ; 

Fruits of a genial morn , and glorious noon , 

A deathless part of him who died too soon. 

But small that portion of the wondrous whole , 

These sparkling segments of that circling soul, 

Which all embraced — and lighten'd over all, 

To cheer — to pierce — to please — or to appal. 

From the charm’d council to the festive board , 

Of human feelings the unbounded lord ; 

In whose acclaim the loftiest voices vied , 

The praised — the proud — who made his praise their pride. 
When the loud cry of trampled Hindostan 
Arose toi Heaven in her appeal from man, 

His was the thunder — his the avenging rod, 

The wrath — the delegated voice of God ! 

Which shook the nations through his lips — and blazed 
Till vanquish'd senates trembled as they praised. 

And here, oh! here, where yet all young and warm 
The gay creations of his spirit charm, 

The matchless dialogue — the deathless wit, 

Which knew not what it was to intermit ; 

The glowing portraits , fresh from life, that bring 
Home to our hearts the truth from which they spring; 

These wondrous beings of his Fancy, wrought 
To fulness by the fiat of his thought, 

Here in their first abode you still may meet, 

Bright with the hues of his Promethean heat; 

A halo of the light of other days , 

Which still the splendour of its orb betrays. 

But should there be to whom the fatal blight 
Of failing Wisdom yields a base delight, 
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Men who exult when minds of heavenly tone 
Jar in the music which was born their own, 

Still let them pause — ah ! little do they know 
That what to them seem’d Vice might be but Woe. 

Hard is his fate on whom the public gaze 
Is fix'd for ever to detract or praise ; 

Repose denies her requiem to his name, 

And Folly loves the martyrdom of Fame. 

The secret enemy whose sleepless eye 
Stands sentinel — accuser — judge — and spy, 

The foe — the fool — the jealous — and the vain , 

The envious who but breathe in others’ pain , 

Behold the host ! delighting to deprave , 

Who track the steps of Glory to the grave , 

W'atch every fault that daring Genius owes 
Half to the ardour which its birth bestows, 

Distort the truth, accumulate the lie , * 

And pile the Pyramid of Calumny ! ^ 

These are his portion — but if joined to these 
Gaunt Poverty should league with deep Disease , 

If the high Spirit must forget to soar, 

And stoop to strive with Misery at the door, 

To soothe Indignity — and face to face 
Meet sordid Rage — and wrestle with Disgrace , 

To find in Hope but the renew’d caress , 

The serpent-fold of further Faithlessness : — 

If such may be the Ills which men assail , 

What marvel if at last the mightiest fail? 

Breasts to whom all the strength of feeling given 
Bear hearts electric — charged with fire from Heaven , 

Black with the rude collision, inly torn , 

By clouds surrounded , and on whirlwinds borne , 

Driven o’er the lowering atmosphere that nurst 

Thoughts which have turn’d to thunder — scorch — and burst. 

But far from us and from our mimic scene 
Such things should be — if such have ever been ; 
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Ours be the gentler wish , the kinder task , 

To give the tribute Glory need not ask, 

To mourn the vanish’d beam — and add our mite 
Of praise in payment of a long delight. 

Ye Orators ! whom yet our councils yield , 

Mourn for the veteran Hero of your field ! 

The worthy rival of the wondrous Three! 

Whose words were sparks of Immortality ! 

Ye Bards ! to whom the Drama’s Muse is dear, 

He was your Master — emulate him here! 

Ye men of wit and social eloquence ! 

He was your brother — bear his ashes hence ! 
While Powers of miod almost of boundless range , 
Complete in kind — as various in their change , 
While Eloquence — Wit — Poesy — and Mirth, 
That humbler Harmonist of care on Earth , 
‘Surviv^within our souls — while lives our sense 
Of pritre in Merit’s proud pre-eminence, 

Long shall we seek his likeness — long in vain, 
And turn to all of him which may remain , 

Sighing that Nature form’d but one such man , 

And broke the die — in moulding Sheridan ! 


Lord Byron. Ilf. 


*)<> 
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i. 

Our life is twofold : Sleep bath its own world , 

A boundary between the things misnamed 
Death and existence : Sleep hath its own world , 
And a wide realm of wild reality, 

And dreams in their developement have breath , 
And tears, and tortures, and the touch of joy; 
They leave a weight upon our waking thoughts, 
They take a weight from off our waking toils, 

They to divide our being; they become 
A portion of ourselves as of our time , 

And look like heralds of eternity; 

They pass like spirits of the past, — they speak 
Like sibyls of the future; they have power — 

The tyranny of pleasure and of pain ; 

They make us what we were not — what they will, 
And shake us with the vision that 's gone by , 

The dread of vanish’d shadows — Are they so? 

Is not the past all shadow? What are they? 
Creations of the mind? — The mind can make 
Substance , and people planets of its own 
With beings brighter than have been , and give 
A breath to forms which can outlive all flesh. 

I would recall a vision which I dream’d 
Perchance in sleep — for in itself a thought, 

A slumbering thought , is capable of years , 

And curdles a long life into one hour. 
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2 . 

I saw two beings in the hues of youth 
Standing upon a hill , a gentle hill, 

Green and of mild declivity, the last 
As ’twere the cape of a long ridge of such, 

Save that there was no sea to lave its base, 

But a most living landscape , and the wave 
Of woods and cornfields, and the abodes of men 
Scatter’d at intervals , aud wreathing smoke 
Arising from such rustic roofs ; — the hill 
Was crown’d with a peculiar diadem 
Of trees , in circular array , so fix’d , 

Not by the sport of nature , but of man : 

These two , a maiden and a youth , were there 
Gazing — the one on all that was beneath 
Fair as herself — but the boy gazed on her; 

And both were young, and one was beautiful : 

And both were young — yet not alike in youth. 

As the sweet moon on the horizon’s verge, 

The maid was on the eve of womanhood ; 

The boy had fewer summers , but his heart 
Had far outgrown his years , and to his eye 
There was but one beloved face on earth , 

And that was shining on him ; he had look’d 
Upon it till it could not pass away ; 

He had no breath , no being, but in hers; 

She was his voice ; he did not speak to her , 

But trembled on her words ; she was his sight. 

For his eye follow’d hers , and saw w r ith hers , 

Which colour’d all bis objects : — he had ceased 
To live within himself ; she was his life , 

The ocean to the river of his thoughts, 

Which terminated all : upon a tone, 

A touch of hers , his blood Would ebb and flow , 

And his cheek change tempestuously — his heart 
Unknowing of its cause of agony. 

But she in these fond feelings bad no share : 

22 * 
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Her sighs were not for him ; to her he was 
Even as a brother — but no more ; ’t was much , 

For brotherless she was , save in the name 
Her infant friendship had bestow’d on him; 

Herself the solitary scion left 

Of a time-honour’d race. — It was a name 

Which pleased him , and yet pleased him not — and why? 

Time taught him a deep answ er — w hen she loved 

Another; even now she loved another. 

And on the summit of that hill she stood 
Looking afar if yet her lover’s steed 
Kept pace with her expectancy , and flew. 

3. 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

There w r as an ancient mansion , and before 
Its walls there was a steed caparison’d: 

Within an antique Oratory stood 

The Boy of whom I spake ; — he was alone. 

And pale, and pacing to and fro : anon 
He sate him dow r n , and seized a pen , and traced 
Words which I could not guess of; then he lean’d 
His bow’d head on his hands, and shook as ’t were 
With a convulsion — then arose again. 

And with his teeth and quivering hands did tear 
What he had written , but he shed no tears. 

And he did calm himself, and Gx his brow 
Into a kind of quiet : as he paused , 

The Lady of his love re-enter'd there ; 

She was serene and smiling then , and yet 
She knew she was by him beloved , — she knew, 

For quickly comes such knowledge , that his heart 
Was darken’d with her shadow , and she saw 
That he was wretched , but she saw not all. 

He rose, and with a cold and gentle grasp 
He took her hand ; a moment o’er his face 
A tablet of unutterable thoughts 
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Was traced , and then it faded , as it came ; 

He dropp’d the hand he held , and with sJow steps 
Retired , but not as bidding her adieu , 

For they did part with mutual smiles ; he pass'd 
From out the massy gate of that old Hall , 

And mounting on his steed he went his way; 

And ne’er repass’d that hoary threshold more. 

4 . 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

The Boy was sprung to manhood : in the wilds 
Of fiery climes he made himself a home, 

And his Soul drank their sunbeams : he was girt 
With strange and dusky aspects ; he was not 
Himself like what he had been ; on the sea 
And on the shore he was a wanderer; 

There was a mass of many images 
Crow'ded like waves upon me , but he was 
A part of all ; and in the last he lay 
Reposing from the noontide sultriness, 

Couch’d among fallen columns, in the shade 
Of ruin’d walls that had survived the names 
Of those who rear’d them ; by his sleeping side 
Stood camels grazing, and some goodly steeds 
Were fasten'd near a fountain ; and a man 
Clad in a flowing garb did watch the while. 

While many of his tribe slumber’d around: 

And they were canopied by the blue sky, 

So cloudless, clear, and purely beautiful. 

That God alone was to be seen in Heaven. 

5 . 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

’ The Lady of his love was wed with One 
Who did not love her better : — in her home , 

A thousand leagues from his , — her native home. 
She dwelt, begirt with growing Infancy , 

Daughters and sons of Beauty, — but behold! 
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Upon her face there was the tint of grief, 

The settled shadow of an inward strife , 

And an unquiet drooping of the eye 

As if its lid were charged with unshed tears. 

What could her grief be ? — she had all she loved , 
And he who had so loved her was not there 
To trouble with had hopes, or evil wish, 

Or ill-repress’d affliction , her pure thoughts. 

What could her grief be? — she had loved him not , 
Nor given him cause to deem himself beloved , 

Nor could he be a part of that which prey'd 
Upon her mind — a spectre of the past. 


6 . 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

The Wanderer was return’d. — I saw him stand 
Before an Altar — with a gentle bride ; 

Her face was fair , but was not that which made 
The Starlight of his Boyhood; — as he stood 
Even at the altar , o'er his brow there came 
The selfsame aspect, and the quivering shock 
That in the antique Oratory shook 
His bosom in its solitude ; and then — 

As in that hour — a moment o’er his face 

The tablet of unutterable thoughts 

Was traced , — and then it faded as it came , 

And he stood calm and quiet, and he spoke 
The fitting vows, but heard not his own words. 

And all things reel’d arouud him ; he could see 
Not that which was , nor that which should have been 
But the old mansion , and the accustom’d hall , 

And the remember’d chambers , and the place , 

The day, the hour, the sunshine, and the shade, 
All things pertaining to that place and hour, 

And her who was his destiny, came back 
And thrust themselves between him and the light - 
What business had they there at such a time? 
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7. 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

The Lady of his love ; — Oh ! she was changed 
As by the sickness of the soul ; her mind 
Had wander’d from its dwelling, and her eyes 
They had not their own lustre , but the look 
Which is not of the earth ; she was become 
The queen of a fantastic realm ; her thoughts 
Were combinations of disjointed things; 

And forms impalpable and uuperceived 
Of others’ sight familiar were to hers. 

And this the world calls frenzy; but the wise 
Have a far deeper madness, aud the glance 
Of melancholy is a fearful gift; 

What is it but the telescope of truth? 

Which strips the distance of its fantasies, 

And brings life near in utter nakedness, 

Making the cold reality too real ! 

8 . 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

The Wanderer was alone as heretofore. 

The beings which surrounded him were gone, 

Or were at war with him ; he was a mark 
For blight and desolation , compass'd round 
With Hatred and Contention ; Pain was nik’d 
In all which was served up to him , until , 

Like to the Pontic monarch of old days, 

He fed on poisons , and they had no power , 

But were a kind of nutriment; he lived - 
Through that which had been death to many men, 
And made him friends of mountains : with the stars 
And the quick Spirit of the Universe 
He held his dialogues; and they did teach 
To him the magic of their mysteries ; 

To him the book of Night was open’d wide, 

And voices from the deep abyss reveal’d 
A marvel and a secret — Be it so. 
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9 . 

My dream was past ; it had no further change. 

It was of a strange order, that the doom 
Of these two creatures should be thus traced out 
Almost like a reality — the one 
To end in madness — both in misery. 

July, i»t«. 
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THE 

VISION OF JUDGMENT, 

BY 

QUEVEDO REDIVIVUS. 

SUGGESTED BY THE COMPOSITION SO ENTITLED BY THE AUTHOR 
OF “WAT TYLER." 


“A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a Daniel! 

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word.” 


PREFACE. 


It hath been wisely said, that “One fool makes many;” and 
it hath been poetically observed , 

“ That fools rush in where angels fear to tread.” — Pope. 

If Mr. Southey had not rushed in where he had no business, 
and where he never was before , and never will be again , the fol- 
lowing poem would not have been written. It is not impossible 
that it may be as good as his own, seeing that it cannot, by any 
species of stupidity, natural or acquired, be worse. The gross 
flattery, the dull impudence, the renegado intolerance and impious 
cant, of the poem by the author of “Wat Tyler,” are something 
so stupendous as to form the sublime of himself — containing the 
quintessence of his own attributes. 

So much for his poem — a word on his preface. In this preface 
it has pleased the magnanimous Laureate to draw the picture of a 
supposed “Satanic School ,” the which he doth recommend to the 
notice of the legislature ; thereby adding to his other laurels the 
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ambition of those of an informer. If there exists anywhere, ex- 
cepting in bis imagination, such a School, is he not sufliciently 
armed against it by his own intense vanity? The truth is, that 
there arc certain writers whom Mr. S. imagines , like Scrub , to 
have “ talked of him ; for they laughed consumedly.” 

I think I know enough of most of the writers to whom he is 
supposed to allude , to assert, that they, in their individual capa- 
cities, have done more good, in the charities of life, to their 
fellow-creatures in any one year, than Mr. Southey has done harm 
to himself by his absurdities in his whole life; aud this is saying a 
great deal. But I have a few questions to ask. 

lstly, Is Mr. Southey the author of “Wat Tyler?" 

2dly, Was he not refused a remedy at law by the highest judge 
of his beloved England, because it was a blasphemous and se- 
ditious publication? 

3dly, Was he not entitled by William Smith , in full parlia- 
ment, “a rancorous renegado?” 

4thly, Is he not poet laureate , with his own lines on Martin 
the regicide staring him in the face? 

And, 5thly, Putting the four preceding items together, with 
what conscience dare he call the attention of the laws to the publi- 
cations of others , be they what they may? 

I say nothing of the cowardice of such a proceeding; its mean- 
ness speaks for itself; but I wish to touch upon the motive, which ’ 
is neither more nor less than that Mr. S. has been laughed at a 
little in some recent publications , as he was of yore in the “Anti- 
jacobin” by his present patrons. Hence all this “skimblc scamble 
stuff” about “ Satanic," and so forth. However, itisworthyof 
him — “ qualis ab incepto.” 

If there is any thing obnoxious to the political opinions of a 
portion of the public in the following poem, they may thank Mr. 
Southey. He might have written hexameters, as he has written 
every thing else , for aught that the writer cared — had they been 
upon another subject. But to attempt to canonize a monarch , who, 
whatever wrere his household virtues , was neither a successful nor 
a patriot king, — inasmuch as several years of his reign passed in 
war with America and Ireland , to say nothing of the aggression 
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upon France, — like all other exaggeration, necessarily begets 
opposition. In whatever manner he may be spoken of in this new 
“Vision,” his public career will not be more favourably trans- 
mitted by history. Of his private virtues (although a little expen- 
sive to the nation) there can be no doubt. 

With regard to the supernatural personages treated of, I can 
only say that I know as much about them , and (as an honest man) 
have a belter right to talk of them than Robert Southey. I have also 
treated them more tolerantly. The way in which that poor insane 
creature, the Laureate, deals about his judgments in the next 
world, is like his own judgment in this. If it was not completely 
ludicrous, it would be something worse. I don’t think that there 
is much more to say at present. 

QUEVEDO REDIVIVUS. 

P.S. — It is possible that some readers may object, in these 
objectionable times, to the freedom with which saints, angels, 
and spiritual persons discourse in this “Vision.” But, for pre- 
cedents upon such points, I must refer him to Fielding’s “Journey 
from this World to the next,” and to the Visions of myself, the 
said Quevedo , in Spanish or translated. The reader is also re- 
quested to observe , that no doctrinal tenets are insisted upon or 
discussed ; that the person of the Deity is carefully withheld from 
sight, which is more than can be said for the Laureate, who hath 
thought proper to make him talk , not “like a school divine,” but 
like the unscholarlike Mr. Southey. The whole action passes on 
the outside of heaven ; and Chaucer’s Wife of Bath , Pulci’s Mor- 
gante Maggiore , Swift's Tale of a Tub , and the other works above 
referred to, arc cases in point of the freedom with which saints, <fec. 
may be permitted to converse in works not intended to be serious. 

Q. R. 

V* Mr. Southey being, os he says, a good Christian and vin- 
dictive, threatens, I understand, a reply to this our answer. It 
is to be hoped that his visionary faculties will in the; mean time 
have acquired a little more judgment, properly so called: other- 
wise he will get himself into new dilemmas. These apostate jaco- 
bins furnish rich rejoinders. Let him take a specimen. Mr. 
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Southey laudeth grievously “one Mr. Landor,” who cultivates 
much private renown in the shape of Latin verses; and not long 
ago , the poet laureate dedicated to him , it appeareth , one of his 
fugitive lyrics, upon the strength of a poem called Gebir. Who 
could suppose, that in this same Gebir the aforesaid Savage Landor 
(for such is his grim cognomen) putteth into the infernal regions 
no less a person than the hero of his friend Mr. Southey’s heaven, 
— yea , even George the Third ! See also how personal Savage 
becometb , when he hath a mind. The following is his portrait of 
our late gracious sovereign : — 

(Prince Gebir having descended into the infernal regions, the shades 
of his royal ancestors are, at his request, called up to his view; 
and he exclaims to his ghostly guide) — 

“Aroar, what wretch that nearest us ? what wretch 
Is that with eyebrows white and slanting brow? 

Listen! him yonder, who, bound down supine, 

Shrinks yelling from that sword there, engine-hung. 

He too amongst my ancestors ! I hate 
The despot, but the dastard I despise. 

Was he our countryman?” 

“Alas, Oking! 

Iberia bore him , but the breed accurst 
Inclement winds blew blighting from north-east." 

“ He was a warrior then , nor fear’d the gods ? ” 

Gebir, he fear’d the demons , not the gods, 

Though them indeed his daily face adored; 

And was no warrior, yet the thousand lives 
Squander’d, as stones to exercise a sling, 

And the tame cruelty and cold caprice — 

Oh madness of mankind! address'd , adored ! ’’ 

Gebir , p. 28. 

I omit noticing some edifying Ilhyphallics of Savagius , wishing 
to keep the proper veil over them , if his grave but somewhat in- 
discreet worshipper will suffer it; but certainly these teachers of 
“great moral lessons” are apt to be found in strange company. 
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1 . 

Saint Peter sat by the celestial gate : 

His keys were rusty, and the lock was dull, 

So little trouble had been given of late; 

Not that the place by any means was full. 

But since the Gallic era “eighty-eight" 

The devils had ta’cn a longer , stronger pull , 

And “a pull altogether as they say 
At sea — which drew most souls another way. 

2 

The angels all were singing out of tune , 

And hoarse with having little else to do , 
Excepting to wind up the sun and moon , 

Or curb a runaway young star or two , 

Or wild colt of a comet, which too soon 
Broke out of bounds o’er the ethereal blue. 
Splitting some planet with its playful tail , 

As boats are sometimes by a wanton whale. 

3 . 

The guardian seraphs had retired on high , 

Finding their charges past all care below ; 
Terrestrial business fill’d nought in the sky 
Save the recording angel’s black bureau ; 

Who found, indeed , the facts to multiply 
With such rapidity of vice and wo , 

That he had stripp’d off both his wings in quills , 
And yet was in arrear of human ills. 

4 . 

His business so augmented of late years, 

That he was forced, against his will , no doubt, 
(Just like those cherubs , earthly ministers ,) 

For some resource to turn himself about 
And claim the help of his celestial peers, 

To aid him ere he should be quite worn out 
By the increased demand for his remarks; 

Six angels and twelve saints were named his clerks. 
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5 . 

This was a handsome board — at least for heaven ; 

And yet they had even then enough to do. 

So many conquerors’ cars were daily driven , 

So many kingdoms fitted up anew; 

Each day too slew its thousands six or seven , 

Till at the crowning carnage, Waterloo, 

They threw their pens down in divine disgust — 

The page was so besmear'd with blood and dust. 

6 . 

This by the way; ’t is not mine to record 
What angels shrink from : even the very devil 
On this occasion his own work abhorr’d. 

So surfeited with the infernal revel : 

Though he himself had sharpen’d every sword 
It almost quench’d his innate thirst of evil. 

(Here Satan’s sole good work deserves insertion — 

’T is, that he has both generals in reversion). 

7 . 

Let 's skip a few short years of hollow peace , 

Which peopled earth no better, hell as wont, 

And heaven none — they form the tyrant’s lease , 

With nothing but new names subscribed upon ’t ; 

'T will one day finish : meantime they increase , 

“With seven heads and ten horns,” and all in front, 
Like Saint John’s foretold beast; but ours are born 
Less formidable in the bead than horn. 

8 . 

In the first year of freedom’s second dawn 
Died George the Third ; although no tyrant , one 
Who shielded tyrants, till each sense withdrawn 
Left him nor mental nor external sun : 

A better farmer ne’er brush’d dew from lawn, 

A worse king never left a realm undone ! 

He died — but left his subjects still behind , 

One half as mad — and t’ other no less blind. 
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9. 

He died ! — his death made no great stir on earth ; 

His burial made some pomp; there was profusion 
Of velvet, gilding, brass, and no great dearth 
Of aught but tears — save those shed by collusion. 

For these things may be bought at their true worth ; 

Of elegy there was the due infusion — 

Bought also; and the torches, cloaks, and banners, 
Heralds , and relics of old Gothic manners, 

10 . 

Form'd a sepulchral melodramc. Of all 
The fools who flock’d to swell or see the show, 

Who cared about the corpse? The funeral 
Made the attraction , and the black the wo. 

There throbb’d not there a thought which pierced the pall ; 

And when the gorgeous coffin was laid low , 

It seem’d the mockery of hell to fold 
The rottenness of eighty years in gold. 

11 . 

So mix his body with the dust! It might 
Return to what it must far sooner, were 
The natural compound left alone to fight 
Its way back into earth, and fire, and air; 

But the unnatural balsams merely blight 
What nature made him at his birth , as bare 
As the mere million’s base unmummied clay — 

Yet all his spices but prolong decay. 

12 . 

He ’s dead — and upper earth with him has done ; 

He ’s buried ; save the undertaker’s bill , 

Or lapidary scrawl , the world is gone 
For him, unless he left a German will; 

But where ’s the proctor who will ask his son? 

In whom his qualities are reigning still , 

Except that household virtue, most uncommon, 

Of constancy to a bad , ugly woman. 
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13 . 

“God save the king! ” It is a large economy 
In God to save the like ; but if he will 
Be saving, all the better; for not one am I 
Of those who think damnation better still : 

I hardly know too if not quite alone am I 
In this small hope of bettering future ill 
By circumscribing, with some slight restriction, 

The eternity of hell’s hot jurisdiction. 

14 . 

I know this is unpopular; I know 

'T is blasphemous ; I know one may be damn’d 
For hoping no one else may e’er be so ; 

I know my catechism ; I know we are craram’d 
With the best doctrines till we quite o’erflow ; 

l know that all save England’s church have shamm’d , 
And that the other tw ice two hundred churches 
And synagogues have made a damn’d bad purchase. 

15 . 

God help us all ! God help me too ! Iam, 

God knows , as helpless as the devil can wish , 

And not a whit more difficult to damn 
Than is to bring to land a iate-hook’d fish , 

Or to the butcher to purvey the lamb; 

Not that I ’m fit for such a noble dish 
As one day will be that immortal fry 
Of almost every body born to die. 

16 . 

Saint Peter sat by the celestial gate , 

And nodded o’er his keys ; when, lo ! there came 
A wondrous noise he had not heard of late — 

A rushing sound of wind, and stream, and flame; 
In short, a roar of things extremely great, 

Which would have made aught save a saint exclaim ; 
But he, with first a start and then a wink , 

Said, “There ’s another star gone out, I think!” 
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17 . • 

But ere he could return to his repose , 

A cherub flapp’d his right wing o’er his eves — 

At which Saint Peter yawn’d , and rubb’d his nose : 

“Saint porter,” said the angel , “prithee rise!” 

Waving a goodly wing , which glow’d , as glows 
An earthly peacock’s tail , with heavenly dyes : 

To which the saint replied, “Well, what ’s the matter? 

“Is Lucifer come back with all this clatter?” 

18 . 

“No,” quoth the cherub; “George the Third is dead.” 

“ And who is George the Third? ” replied the apostle : 

*'lVhat George? what Third?” “The king of England,” said 
The angel. “Well! he won't find kings to jostle 
Him on his way; but does he wear his head? 

Because the last we saw here had a tustle , 

And ne’er would have got into heaven’s good graces, 

Had he not flung his head in all our faces. 

19 . 

“He was, if I remetuher, king of France; 

That head of his, which could not keep a crown 
On earth , yet ventured in my face to advance 
A claim to those of martyrs — like my own : 

If I had bad my sword , as 1 had once 
When I cut ears off, I had cut him down ; 

But having but my keys , and not my brand, 

I only knock’d his head from out his hand. 

20 . 

“ And then he set up such a headless howl , 

That all the saints came out and took him in ; 

And there he sits by St. Paul , cheek by jowl ; 

That fellow Paul — the parvenu ! The skin 
Of Saint Bartholomew , which makes his cowl 
In heaven , and upon earth redeem’d his sin, 

So as to make a martyr, never sped 
Belter than did this weak and wooden head. 
fAtrd Myron. 111. 23 
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21 . 

“ But had it come up here upon its shoulders , 

■ There would have been a different tale to tell : 

The fellow-feeling in the saints beholders 
Seems to have acted on them like a spell ; 

And so this very foolish head heaven solders 
Back on its trunk : it may be very well , 

And seems the custom here to overthrow 
Whatever has been wisely done below.” 

22 . 

The angel answer’d , “Peter! do not pout: 

The king who comes has head and all entire. 

And never knew much what it was about — 

He did as doth the puppet — by its wire , 

And will be judged like all the rest , no doubt : 

My business and your own is not to enquire 
Into such matters , but to mind our cue — 

Which is to act as we are bid to do.” 

23. 

While thus they spake , fhc angelic caravan , 

Arriving like a rush of mighty wind , 

Cleaving the fields of space , as doth the swan 
Some silver stream (say Ganges , Nile, or Inde, 

Or Thames , or Tweed) , and ’midst them an old man 
With an old soul , and both extremely blind , 
nailed before the gate, and in his shroud 
Seated their fellow-traveller on a cloud. 

24. 

But bringing up the rear of this bright host 
A Spirit of a different aspect wav ed 
His wings, like thandcr-clouds above some coast 
Whose barren beach with frequent wrecks is paved; 
His brow was like the deep when tempeSMoSs’d ; 

Fierce and unfathomable thonghts engraved 
Eternal wrath on his immortal face , • 

And where he gazed a gloom pervaded space. 
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25. 

As he drew near, he gazed upon the gate 
Ne’er to be enter'd more by him or sin, 

With such a glance of supernatural hate , 

As made Saint Peter wish himself within ; 

He patter’d with his keys at a great rate. 

And sweated through his apostolic skin : 

Of course his perspiration was but ichor. 

Or some such other spiritual liquor. 

26 . 

The very cherubs huddled all together. 

Like birds when soars the falcon ; and they felt 
A tingling to the tip of every feather, 

And form’d a circle like Orion’s belt 
Around their poor old charge; who scarce knew whither 
His guards had led him , though (hey gently dealt 
With royal manes (for by many stories, 

And true, we learn the angels all are Tories). 

27 . 

As things were in this posture, the gate flew' 

Asunder, and the flashing of its hinges 
Flung over space an universal hue 

Of inany-colour’d flame, until its tinges 
Reach’d even our speck of earth , and made a new 
Aurora borealis spread its fringes 
O ’er the North Pole; the same seen, when ice-bound. 
By Captain Parry’s crew, in “Melville’s Sound.” 

28 . 

And from the gate thrown open issued beamiug 
A beautiful and mighty Thing of Light, 

Radiant with glory , like a banner streaming 
Victorious from some world-o’erthrowing fight: 

My poor comparisons must needs be teeming 
With earthly likenesses, for here the night 
Of clay obscures our best conceptions , saving 
Johanna Southcote, or Bob Southey raving. 

23 * 
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29 . 

’T was the archangel Michael, all men know 
The make of angels and archangels , since 
There ’s scarce a scribbler has not one to show. 

From the fiends’ leader to the angels’ prince. 

There also are some altar-pieces , though 
I really can't say that they much evince 
One’s inner notions of immortal spirits; 

But let the connoisseurs explain their merits. 

30 . 

Michael flew forth in glory and in good ; 

A goodly work of him from whom all glory 
And good arise ; the portal past — he stood ; 

Before him the young cherubs and saints hoary — 

(I say young, begging to be understood 

By looks , not years ; and should be very sorry 
To state , they were not older than St. Peter , 

But merely that they seem’d a little sweeter). 

31 . 

The cherubs and the saints bow’d down before 
That arch-angelic hierarch , the first 
Of essences angelical , who wore 
The aspect of a god ; but this ne’er nursed 
Pride in his heavenly bosom , in whose core 
No thought, save for his Maker’s service, durst 
Intrude, however glorified and high; 

He knew him but the viceroy of the sky. 

32 . 

He and the sombre silent Spirit met — 

They knew each other both for good and ill ; 

Such was their power , that neither could forget • 

His former friend and future foe; but still 
There was a high , immortal, proud regret 
In either’s eye , as if ’t were less their will 
Than destiny to make the eternal years 
Their date of war, and their “champ clos” the spheres. 
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33. 

But here they were in neutral space : we know 
From Job , that Satan hath the power to pay 
A heavenly visit thrice a year or so ; 

And that “ the sons of God,’' like those of clay, 

Must keep him company; and we might show 
From the same book , in how polite a way 
The dialogue is held between the Powers 
Of Good aud Evil — but ’t would take up hours. 

34. 

And this is not a theologic tract. 

To prove with Hebrew and with Arabic 
If Job be allegory or a fact, 

But a true narrative; and thus I pick 
From out the whole but such and such an act 
As sets aside the slightest thought of trick. 

’T is every tittle true, beyond suspicion . 

And accurate as any other vision. 

35. 

The spirits were in neutral space, before 
The gate of heaven ; like eastern thresholds is 
The place where Death’s grand cause is argued o’er, 

And souls despatch’d to that world or to this; 

And therefore Michael and the other wore 
A civil aspect : though they did not kiss, 

Yet still between his Darkness and bis Brightness 
There pass’d a mutual glance of great politeness. 

36. 

The Archangel bow’d , not like a modern beau , 

But with a graceful oriental bend , 

Pressing oue rudiajnt arm just where below 
The heart in good inen i9 supposed to tend. 

He turn’d as to an equal , not too low, 

But kindly ; Satan met his ancient friend 
With more hauteur, as might an old Castilian 
Poor noble meet a mushroom rich civilian. 
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He merely bent his diabolic brow 

An instant; and then raising it, he stood 
In act to assert his right or wrong, and show 

Cause why King George by no means could or should 
Make out a case to be exempt from woe 
Eternal, more than other kings, endued 
With better sense and hearts , whom history mentions , 
Who long have “paved hell with their good intentions.” 

38 . 

Michael began : “ What wouldst thou with this man , 
Now dead , and brought before the Lord? What ill 
Hath he wrought since his mortal race began , 

That thou canst claim him? Speak ! and do thy will , 
If it be just: if in this earthly span 
He hath been greatly failing to fulfil 
His, duties as a king and mortal , say, 

And he is thine; if not, let him have way.” 

39 . 

“Michael!” replied the Prince of Air , “even here, 
Before the Gate of him thou servest, must 
I claim my subject: and will make appear 
That as he was my worshipper in dust, 

So shall he be in spirit, although dear 

To tjice and thine, because nor wine nor lust 
Were of his weaknesses; yet on the throne 
He reign'd o'er millions to serve me alone. 

40 . 

“Look to our earth, or rather mine; it was, 

Once , more thy master’s : but I triumph not 
In this poor planet’s conquest; nor, alas' 

' Need he thou servest envy me my lot : 

With all the myriads of bright worlds which pass 
In worship round him , he may have forgot 
Yon weak creation of such paltry things: 

I think few worth damnation save their kings, — 
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41 . 

4 ‘And these but as a kind of quit-rent, to 
Assert my right as lord ; and even had 
I such an inclination , 't were (as you 

Well know) superfluous : they are grown so bad, 

That hell has nothing better left to do 

Than leave them to themselves : so much more mad 
And evil by their own internal curse, 

Heaven cannot make them better, nor I worse. 

42 . 

“ Look to the earth , I said, and say again: 

When this old, blind, mad, helpless, weak , poor worm 
Began in youth’s first bloom and flush to reign , 

The world and he both wore a different form , 

And much of earth and all the watery plain 

Of ocean call’d him king: through many a storm 
His isles had floated on the abyss of time; 

For the rough virtues chose them for their clime. 

43 . 

“ He came to his sceptre young ; he leaves it old : 

Look to the state in which he found his realm , 

And left it ; and his annals too behold , 

How to a minion first he gave the helm ; 

How grew upon his heart a thirst for gold, 

The beggar's vice, which can but overwhelm 
The meanest hearts ; and for the rest , but glance 
Thine eye along America and France. 

44 . 

** ’T Is true , he was a tool from first to last 
(I have the workmen safe) ; but as a tool 
So let him be consumed. From out the past 
Of ages, since mankind have known the rule 
Of monarchs — from the bloody rolls amass’d 
Of sin and slaughter — from the Caesars’ school , 

Take the worst pupil ; and produce a reign 

More drench’d with gore, more cumber’d with the slain. 
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45 . 

“He ever warr’d with freedom and the free : 

Nations as men, home subjects, foreign foes, 

So that they utter'd the word ‘Liberty! ’ 

Found George the Third their first opponent. Whose 
History was ever stain’d as his will be 
With national and individual woes? 

I grant his household abstinence; I grant 
His neutral virtues , which most monarchs want; 

46 . 

“I know he was a constant consort; own 
He was a decent sire, and middling lord. 

All this is much , and most upon a throne ; 

As temperance, if at Apicius’ board , 

Is more than at an anchorite’s supper shown. 

I grant him all the kindest can accord ; 

And this was well for him , but not for those 
Millions who found him what oppression chose. 

47 . 

“The New World shook him off ; the Old yet groans 
Beneath what he and his prepared, if not 
Completed : he leaves heirs on many thrones 
To all his vices, without what begot 
Compassion for him — his tame virtues ; drones 
Who sleep , or despots who have now' forgot 
A lesson which shall be re-taught them , wake 
Upon the thrones of earth : but let them quake ! 

48 . 

“ Five millions of the primitive , who hold 

The faith which makes ye great on earth , implored 
A part of that vast all they held of old — • 

Freedom to worship — not alone your Lord, 
Michael, but you, and you, Saint Peter! Cold 
Must be your souls , if you have not abhorr’d 
The foe to catholic participation 
In all the license of a Christian nation. 
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49 . 

“True! he allow’d them to pray God ; but as 
A consequence of prayer, refused the law 
Which would have placed them upon the same base 
W ith those who did not hold the saints in awe.” 

But here Saint Peter started from his place, 

And cried , “ You may the prisoner withdraw : 

Ere heaven shall ope her portals to this Guelph, 

While I am guard, may I be damn’d myself! 

50 . 

“Sooner will I with Cerberus exchange 
My office (and hit is no sinecure) 

Than see this royal Bedlam bigot range 

The azure fields of heaven , of that be sure ! ” 

“Saint!” replied Satan , ‘‘you do well to avenge 
The wrongs he made your satellites endure; 

And if to this exchange you should be given , 

1 ’ll try to coax our Cerberus up to heaven.” 

51 . 

Here Michael interposed : “ Good saint ! and devil ! 

Pray , not so fast; you both outrun discretion. 

Saint Peter ! you were wont to be more civil : 

Satan ! excuse this warmth of his expression , 

And condescension to the vulgar’s level : 

Even saints sometimes forget themselves in session. 

Have you got more to say?” — “No.” — “If you please, 
I ’ll trouble you to call your witnesses.” 

52 . 

Then Satan turn'd and waved his swarthy hand , 

Which stirr’d with its electric qualities 
Clouds farther off than we can understand , 

Although we find him sometimes in our skies; 

Infernal thunder shook both sea and land 
In all the planets, and hell’s batteries 
Let off the artillery, which Milton mentions 
As one of Satan’s most sublime inventions. 
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53 . 

This was a signal unto such damn’d souls 
As have the privilege of their damnation 
Extended far beyond the mere controls 

Of worlds past , present, or to come; no station 
Is theirs particularly in the rolls 

Of hell assign'd ; but where their inclination 
Or business carries them in search of game, 

They may range freely — being damn’d the same. 

54 . 

They are proud of this — as very well they may, 

It being a sort of knighthood , or gilt key 
Stuck in their loins; or like to an entr6” 

Up the back stairs, or such free-masonry. 

I borrow my comparisons from clay, 

Being clay myself. Let not those spirits be 
Offended with such base low likenesses; 

We know their posts are nobler far than these. 

55 . 

When the great signal ran from heaven to hell — 

About ten million times the distance reckon’d 
From our sun to its earth , as we can tell 

How much time it takes up, even to a second, 

For every ray that travels to dispel 
The fogs of London , through which , dimly beacon’d , 
The weathercocks are gilt some thrice a year , 

If that the summer is not too severe : — 

56 ; 

I say that I can tell — ’t was half a minute : 

I know the solar beams take up more time 
Ere, pack’d up for their journey , they begin it; 

But then their telegraph is less sublime, 

And if they ran a race , they would not win it 

’Gainst Satan’s couriers bound for their own clime. 
The sun takes up some years for every ray 
To reach its goal — the devil not half a day. 
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57 . 

Upon the verge of space , about the size 
Of half-a-crown , a little speck appear’d 
(I ’ve seen a something like it in the skies 
In the yEgean, ere a squall); -It near’d , 

And, growing bigger , took another guise ; 

Like an aerial ship it tack'd, and steer’d, 

Or was steer’d (I am doubtful of ‘the grammar . 

Of the last phrase , which makes-the stanza stammer ; — 

6 *. 

But take your choice) ; and then it grew a cloud ; 

And so it was — a cloud of witnesses. 

But such a cloud! No land e'er saw a crowd 
Of locusts numerous as the heavens saw these ; 

They shadow’d with their myriads space; their loud 
And varied cries were like those of wild geese 
(If nations may be liken’d to a goose), 

And realized the phrase of “ hell broke' loose.” 

59 . 

Here crash’d a sturdy oath or ‘stout John Biill , 

Who damn’d away hts eyes as heretofore : , 

There Paddy brogued “ By Jasus ! ” — “What’s your wull?” 
The temperate Scotesriaim’d: the French ghost swore 
In certain terms I sha’n’t translate in full , 

As the first coachman will; and 'midst the war, 

The voice of Jonathan was heard to eipress , 

“Our president is going to war, 1 guess.” 

60 . 

Besides there were the Spaniard, Dutch, and Dane; 

In short, an universal shoal of shades, 

From Otaheite’s isle to Salisbury Plain , 

Of all climes and professions , years and trades , 

Beady to swear against the good king’s reign , 

Bitter as clubs in cards are against spades : 

All summon’d by this grand “subpoena," to 
Try if kings mayn’t be damn’d like me or you. 
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61 . 

When Michal saw this host, he first grew pale, 

As angels can; next, like Italian twilight. 

He turn’d all colours — as a peacock's tail , 

Or sunset streaming through a Gothic skylight 
In some old abbey , or a trout not stale , 

Or distant lightning on the horizon by night , 

Or a fresh rainbow , or a grand review 
Of thirty regiments in red, green, and blue. 

t2. 

Then he address'd himself to Satan: “Why — 

My good old friend, for such I deem you , though 
Our different parties make us fight so shy, 

I ne’er mistake you for a personal foe ; 

Our difference is political , and I 
Trust that, whatever may occur below. 

You know my great respect for you : and this 
Makes me regret whate’er you do amiss — 

63. 

“Why, my dear Lucifer , would you abuse 
My call for witnesses? I did not mean 
That you should half of earth and hell produce; 

’T is even superfluous, since two honest, clean, 
True testimonies are enough : we lose 
Our time, nay, our eternity, between 
The accusation and defence : if we 
Hear both , ’t will stretch our immortality." 

64. 

Satan replied, “To roe the matter is 
Indifferent, in a personal point of view : 

1 can have fifty better souls than this 

With far less trouble than we have gone through 
Already; and I merely argued his 

Late majesty of Britain's case with you 
Upon a point of form : you may dispose 
Of him; I 've kings enough below, God knows!" 
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65 . 

Thus spoke the Demon (late call’d “ multifaced ” 

By multo-scribbling Southey). “ Then we ’ll call 
One or two persons of the myriads placed 
Around our congress , and dispense with all 
The rest,” quoth Michael : “Who may be so graced 
As to speak first? there 's choice enough — who shall 
It be?” Then Satan answer’d, “There are many ; 

But you may choose Jack Wilkes as well as any.” 

66 . 

A merry, cock-eyed, curious-looking sprite 
Upon the instant started from the throng, 

Dress'd in a fashion now forgotten quite; 

For all the fashions of the flesh stick long 
By people in the next world; where unite 
AH the costumes since Adam’s, right or wrong. 
From Eve’s fig-leaf down to the petticoat, 

Almost as scanty, of days less remote. 

67 . 

The spirit look’d around upon the crowds 

Assembled , and exclaim’d , “My friends of all 
The spheres , we shall catch cold amongst these clouds; 

So let ’s to business : why this general call? 

If those are freeholders I see in shrouds, 

And ’t is for an election that they bawl , 

Behold a candidate with unlurn'd coat! 

Saint Peter, may I count upon your vote?” 

68 . 

“Sir,” replied Michael, “you mistake; these things 
Are of a former life, and what we do 
Above is more august; to judge of kings 
Is the tribunal met: so now you know.” 

“Then I presume those gentlemen with wings,” 

Said Wilkes, “arecherubs; and that soul below 
Looks much like George the Third , but to my mind 
A good deal older — Bless me ! is he blind ? ” 


Digitized by Google 



366 


THE VISION OF JUDOMEST.- 


69 . 

“ He is what you behold him , and his doom 
Depends upon his deeds,” the Angel said. 

“If you have aught to arraign in him , the tomb 
Gives license to the humblest beggar’s head 
To lift itself against the loftiest.” — “Some,” 

Said Wilkes , “ don’t wait to see them laid in lead , 
For such a liberty — and I, for one, 

Have told them what I thought beneath the son.” 

70 . 

“ Above the sun repeat , then , what thou hast 
To urge against him said the Archangel. “ Why 
Replied the spirit , “ since old scores are past , 

Must I turn evidence? In faith, not I. 

Besides, I beat him hollow at the last , 

With all his Lords and Commons: in the sky 
I don’t like ripping up old stories, since 
His conduct was but natural in a prince. 

71 . ' 

“Foolish, no doubt, and wicked, to oppress 
A poor unlucky devil without a shilling ; 

But then I blame the man himself much less 
Than Bute and Grafton , and shall be unwilling 
To see him punish’d here for their excess, 

Since they were both damn’d long ago , and still in 
Their place below : for me , I have forgiven , 

And vote his * habeas corpus ’ into heaven.” 

n. 

‘‘Wilkes,” sard the Devil, “I understand all this; 

You turn’d to half a courtier ere you died, 

And seem to think it would not be amiss 
To grow a whole one on the other side 
Of Charon’s ferry; you forget that his 
Reign is concluded ; whatsoe’er betide , 

He won’t be sovereign more : you 've lost your labour, 
For at the best he will but be your neighbour. 
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73 . 

‘‘However, I knew what to think of it, 

When I beheld you in your jesting way. 

Flitting and whispering round about the spit 
Where Belial , upon duty for the day , 

With Fox’s lard was basting William Pitt, 

His pupil ; I knew what to think , I say : 

That fellow even in hell breeds farther ills; 

I ’ll have him gagg’d — ’t was one of his own bills. 

74 . 

“ Call Junius ! ” From the crowd a shadow stalk’d , 
And at the name there was a general squeeze, 

So that the very ghosts no longer walk’d 
In comfort , at their own aerial case , 

But were all ramm’d , and jamm’d (but to be balk’d , 
As we shall see) , and jostled bauds and knees , 
Like wind compress’d and pent within a bladder, 

Or like a human colic , which is sadder. 

75 . 

The shadow came — a tall , thin, grey-hair’d figure. 
That look’d as it had been a shade on earth ; 

Quick in its motions, with an air of vigour, 

But nought to mark its breeding or its birth ; 

Now it wax’d little , then again grew bigger , 

With no w an air of gloom , or savage mirth ; 

But as you gazed upon its features, they 
Changed every instant — to what , none could say. 

76 . 

The more intently the ghosts gazed , the less 
Could they distinguish whose the features were; 
The Devil himself seem’d puzzled even to guess; 

They varied like a dream — now here, now there; 
And several people swore from out the press , 

They knew him perfectly ; and one could swear 
He was his father : upon which another 
Was sure he w as his mother’s cousin’s brother : 
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77 . 

Another, that he was a duke , or knight, 

An orator , a lawyer , or a priest , 

A nabob, a man-midwife; but the wight 
Mysterious changed his countenance at least 
As oft as they their minds : though in full sight 
He stood , the puzzle only was increased ; 

The man was a phantasmagoria in 
Himself — he was so volatile and thin. 

78 . 

The moment that you had pronounced him one , 

Presto ! his face changed , and he was another ; 

And when that change was hardly well put on , 

It varied , till I don’t think his own mother 
(If that he had a mother) would her son 

Have known, he shifted so from one to t' other; 

Till guessing from a pleasure grew a task, 

At this epistolary “ Iron Mask.” 

79 . 

For sometimes he like Cerberus would seem — 

" Three gentlemen at once” (as sagely says 
Good Mrs. Malaprop) ; then you might deem 
That he was not even onej now many rays 
Were flashing round him; and now a thick steam 
Hid him from sight — like fogs on London days : 
Now Burke, now Tooke, he grew to people’s fancies. 
And certes often like Sir Philip Francis. 

80 . 

I 've an hypothesis — 't is quite my own ; 

I never let it out till now , for fear 
Of doing people harm about the throne , 

And injuring some minister or peer , 

On whom the stigma might perhaps be blown: 

It is — my gentle public , lend thine ear! 

*T is , that what Junius we are wont to call 
Was really, truly , nobody at all. 
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81 . 

I don’t see wherefore letters should not be 
Written without hands , since we daily view 
Them written without heads ; and books, we see , 

Are fill’d as well without the latter too: 

And really till we fix on somebody 

For certain sure to claim them as his due, 

Their author, like the Niger’s mouth, will bother 
The world to say if there be mouth or author. 

82 . 

“And who and what art thou?” the Archangel said. 

“For that you may consult my title-page,” 

Replied this mighty shadow of a shade: 

“If I have kept my secret half an age, 

I scarce shall tell it now.” — “Canst thou upbraid 
Continued Michael , “George Rex , or allege 
Aught further?” Junius answer’d, “You had better 
First ask him for his answer to my letter : 

83 . 

“My charges upon record will outlast 
The brass of both his epitaph and tomb.” 

“Repeut’st thou not,” said Michael, “of some past 
Exaggeration? something which may doom 
Thyself if false, as him if true? Thou wast 
Too bitter — is it not so? — in thy gloom 
Of passion ? ” — “ Passion ! ” cried the phantom dim , 
“I loved my country, and I hated him. 

84 . 

“ What I have written , I have written : let 
The rest be on his head or mine ! ” So spoke 
Old “Nominis Umbra ; ” and while speaking yet, 

Away he melted in celestial smoke. 

Then Satan said to Michael, “Don ’t forget 
To call George Washington , and John Horne Tooke , 
And Franklin — but at this time there was heard 
A cry for room , though not a phantom stirr’d. 

Lord Byron. III. 24 
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85. 

At length with jostling., elbowing, and the aid 
Of cherubim appointed to that post, 

The devil Asniodeus to the circle made 
His way , and look'd as if his journey cost 
Some trouble. When his burden down he laid , 

“What 's this?” cried Michael; “why, 't is not a ghost?" 
“I know it,” quoth the incubus ; “but he 
Shall be one, if you leave the affair to me. 

86 .. 

“Confound therenegado! I have sprain’d 
My left wing , he 's so heavy ; one would think 
Some of his works about his neck were chain’d. 

But to the point; while hovering o’er the brink 
Of Skiddaw (where as usual it still rain'd) , 

Ifsawataper, far below me, wink. 

And stooping, caught this fellow at a libel — 

No less on history than the Holy Bible. 

87. 

“The former is the devil’s scripture, and 
The latter yours , good Michael ; so the affair 
Belongs to all of us, you understand. 

I snatch’d him up just as you see him there , 

And brought him off for sentence out of hand : 

I ’ve scarcely been ten minutes in the air — 

At least a quarter it can hardly he : 

1 dare say (hat his wife is still at tea.” ' 

88 . 

Here Satan said, “I know this man of old, 

And have expected him for some lime here; 

A sillier fellow you will scarce behold , 

Or more conceited in his petty sphere : 

But surely it was not worth while to fold 

Such trash below your wing , Asmodeus dear : 

We had the poor wretch safe ( without being bored 
With carriage) coming of his own accord. 


Digitized by Google 



THE VISION OF JUDGMENT. 


371 


89 . 

“But since he ’s here, let ’s see what he has done.'’ 

“Done!” cried Asmodeus , “he anticipates 
The very business you are now upon, 

And scribbles as if head clerk to the Fates. 

Who knows to what his ribaldry may run , 

When such an ass as this, like Balaam’s, prates?” 

“Let ’shear,” quoth Michael , “what he has to say; 

You know we ’re bound to that in every Way.” 

90 . 

Now the bard , glad to get an audience , which 
By no means often was his case below , 

Began to cough , and hawk, and hem, and pitch 
His voice into that awful note of woe 
To all unhappy hearers within reach 

Of poets when the tide of rhyme 's In flow ; 

But stuck fast with his first hetameter, 

Not one of all whose gouty feet would stir. 

91 . 

But ere the spavin’d dactyls could be spttrr’d 
Into recitative, in great dismay 
Both cherubim and seraphim were heard 
To murmur loudly through their long array ; 

And Michael rose ere he could get a word 
Of all his founder'd verses under way , 

And cried , “ For God’s sake stop , niy friend ! ’t were best — 
Non Di , non homines — you know the rest.” 

93 . 

A general bustle spread throughout the throng, 

Which seem’d to hold all verse in detestation ; 

The angels had of course enough of song 
When upon service; and the generation 
Of ghosts had heard too much in life , not long 
Before , to profit by a new occasion ; 

The monarch, mute till then, exclaim’d, “What! what! 

Pye come again? No more — no more of that ! ” 

21 * 
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93 . 

The tumuli grew ; an universal cough 
Convulsed the skies , as during a debate, 

When Castlereagh has been up long enough 
( Before he was first minister of state , 

1 mean — the slaves hear now ) ; some cried “Off, off! " 

As at a farce; till, grown quite desperate, 

The bard Saint Peter pray’d to interpose 
(Himself an author) only for his prose. 

94 . 

The varlel was not an ill-favour’d knave; 

A good deal like a vulture in the face, 

With a hook nose and a hawk’s eye, which gave 
A smart and sharper-looking sort of grace 
To his whole aspect , which , though rather grave , 

Was by no means so ugly as his case ; 

But that indeed was hopeless as can be , 

Quite a poetic felony “ de se .” 

95 . 

Then Michael blew his trump, and still’d the noise 
With one still greater, as is yet the mode 
On earth besides; except some grumbling voice , 

Which now and then will make a slight inroad 
Upon decorous silence, few will twice 
Lift up their lungs when fairly overcrow’d; 

And now the bard could plead his own bad cause, 

With ail the attitudes of self-applause. 

96 . 

He said — (I only give the heads) — he said , 

He meant no harm in scribbling ; T was his way 
Upon all topics; ’twas, besides, his bread, 

Of which he butter’d both sides ; ’t would delay 
Too long the assembly (he was pleased to dread), 

And take up rather more time than a day, 

To name his works — he would but cite a few — 

““Wat Tyler” — “Rhymes on Blenheim” — “Waterloo.” 
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97 . 

He bad written piaises of a regicide ; 

He had written praises of all kings whatever; 

He had written for republics far and wide, 

And then against them bitterer than ever; 

For pantisocracy he once had cried 

Aloud, a scheme less moral than 't was clever; 

Then grew a hearty anti-jacobin — 

Had turn’d his coat — and would have turn'd bis skiu. 

98 . 

He had sung against all battles, and again 
In their high praise and glory; he had call’d 
Reviewing “the ungentle craft,” and then 
Become as base a critic as e’er crawl’d — 

Fed , paid , and pamper'd by the very men 

By whom his muse and morals had been maul’d : 

He had written much blank verse , and blanker prose , 
And more of both than any body knows. 

99 . 

He had written Wesley’s life : — here turning round 
To Satan, “Sir, I ’m ready to write yours, 

In two octavo volumes , nicely bound , 

With ribtes and preface, all that most allures 
The pious purchaser; and there ’s no ground 
For fear , for I can choose my own reviewers : 

So let me have the proper documents , 

That I may add you to my other saints.” 

100 . 

Satan bow’d, and was silent. “Well, if you, 

With amiable modesty, decline 
My offer, what says Michael? There are few 
Whose memoirs could be render’d more divine. 
Mine is a pen of all work ; not so new 

As it was once , but I would make you shine 
Like your own trumpet. By the way, my own 
Has more of brass in it , and is as well blown. 
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“But talking about trumpets , here 's my Vision! 

Now you shall judge, all people; yes, you shtll 
Judge with my judgment, and by my decision 
Be guided who shall enter heaven or fall. 

1 settle all these things by intuition. 

Times present, past, to come, heaven, hell, and all , 
Like King Alfonso. When I thus see double, 

I save the Deity some worlds of trouble.” 

102 . 

He ceased , and drew forth an MS. ; and no 
Persuasion on the part of devils , or saints, 

Or angels, now could stop the torrent; so 
He read the first three lines of the contents ; 

But at the fourth , the whole spiritual show 
Had vanish’d , with vatriety of scents. 

Ambrosial and sulphureous, as they sprang. 

Like lightning , off from his *“ melodious twang.” 

103. 

Those grand heroics acted as a spell; 

The angels stopp’d their ears and plied theirpinions; 
The devils ran howling, deafen’d , down to hell; 

The ghosts fled , gibberiog, for their own domiiJRns — 
(For ’t is not yet decided where they dwell , 

And I leave every man to his opinions); 

Michael took refuge in his trump — but, lo ! 

His teeth were set on edge , be could not blow! 

104. 

Saint Peter, who has hitherto been known 
For an impetuous saint, upraised bis keys, 

And at the fifth line knock’d the poet down ; 

Who fell like Phaeton , but more at ease, 

Into his lake , for there he did not drown ; 

A different web being by the Destinies 
Woven for the Laureate’s final wreath, whene’er 
Reform shall happen either here or there. 
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He first sank to the bottom — like his works, 

But soon rose to tluf surface — like himself; 

For all corrupted things are buoy’d like corks , 

By their own rottenness , light as an elf, 

Or wisp that flits o’er a morass : he lurks , 

It may be, still, like dull books on a shelf, 

In his own den, to scrawl some “ Life” or “ Vision 
As Welborn says — “ the devil turn’d precisian.” 

106 . 

As for the rest, to come to the conclusion 
Of this true dream , the telescope is gone 
Which kept my optics free from all delusion , 

And show’d me what I in my turn have shown ; 

All I saw farther, in the last confusion, 

Was , that King George slipp’d into heaven for one 
And when the tumult dwindled to a calm , 

I left him practising the hundredth psalm. 
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MORGANTE MAGGIORE 

OF PUL Cl. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Thk Morgaute Maggiore, of the first eanto of which this trans- 
lation is offered, divides with the Orlando Innamoralo the honour 
of having formed and suggested the style and story of Ariosto. The 
great defects of Boiardo were his treating too seriously the narra- 
tives of chivalry, and his harsh style. Ariosto, in his continuation, 
by a judicious mixture of the gaiety of Pulci, has avoided the one ; 
and Berni, in his reformation of Boiardo's poem, has corrected the 
other. Pulci may be considered as the precursor and model of 
Berni altogether, as he has partly been to Ariosto, however infe- 
rior to both his copyists. He is no less the founder of a new style 
of poetry very lately sprung up in England. I allude to that of the 
ingenious Whistlecraft. The serious poems on Ronccsvalles in 
the same language, and more particularly the excellent one of Mr. 
Merivale, are to be traced to the same source. It has never yet 
been decided entirely whether Pulci’s intention was or was not to 
deride the religion which is one of his favourite topics. It appears 
to me, that such an inlentiou would have been no less hazardous 
to the poet than to the priest , particularly in that age and country ; 
and the permission to publish the poem , and its reception among 
the classics of Italy , prove that it neither was nor is so interpreted. 
That he intended to ridicule the monastic life, and suffered his 
Imagination to play with the simple duluess of bis converted giant. 
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seems evident enough ; but surely it were as unjust to accuse him 
of irreligion on this account, as to denounce Fielding for his Parson 
Adams, Barnabas, Thwackum, Supple, and the Ordinary in 
Jonathan Wild, — or Scott, for the exquisite use of his Covenan- 
ters in the “Tales of my Landlord.” 

In the following translation I have used the liberty of the origi- 
nal with the proper names; as Pulci uses Gan, Ganellon , or Ga- 
nellone; Carlo, Carlomagno, orCarlomano; Rondel, or Rondello, 
<fcc. as it suits his convenience; so has the translator. In other 
respects the version is faithful to the best of the translator's ability 
in combining his interpretation of the one language with the not 
very easy task of reducing it to the same versification in the other. 
The reader, on comparing it with the original, is requested to 
remember that the antiquated language of Pulci, however pure. 
Is not easy to the generality of Italians themselves, from its great 
mixture of Tuscan proverbs; and he may therefore be more indul- 
gent to the present attempt. How far the translator has succeeded, 
and whether or no he shall continue the work, are questions which 
the public will decide. He was induced to make the experiment 
partly by his love for, and partial intercourse with, the Italian 
language, of which it is so easy to acquire a slight knowledge , and 
with which it is so nearly impossible for a foreigner to become 
accurately conversant. The Italian language is like a capricious 
beauty, who accords her smiles to all, her favours to few, and 
sometimes least to those who have courted her longest. The 
translator wished also to present in an English dress a part at least 
of a poem never yet rendered into a northern language ; at the same 
time that it has been the original of some of the most celebrated 
productions on this side of the Alps, as well as of those recent 
experiments in poetry in England which have been already men- 
tioned. 
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IL 

MORGANTE M A G G 1 0 H E* 

CANTO PRIMO. 


1 . 

In principio era il Verbo appresso a Dio; 

Ed era Iddio il Verbo, e’l Verbo lui : 
Questo era ne! principio , al parer mio ; 

E nulla si pu6 far sanza costui : 

Peri) , giusto Signor benigno e pio , 
Mandami solo un de gli angeli lui , 

Che m’accompagni , e rechimi a memoria 
Una famosa antica e degna sloria. 

%. 

I EtuVirgine, figlia, emadre, e sposa 
Di quel Signor, che ti dette le cliiave 
Del cielo e dell’ abisso, e d’ogni cosa, 
Quel dl che Gabriel tuo li disse Are ! 
Perch6 tu se’ de’ tuo* servi pietosa, 

Con dolce rime , e stil grato e soave , 
Ajufa i versi miei benignamente, 

E’ntlno al fine allumina la mcnte. 

3 . 

Era nel tempo, quando Filomena 
. Con la sorella si lamenla e plora, 

Che si ricorda di sua antica pena, 

E pc’ boschetti le ninfe innamora , 

E Febo il carro temperato mena, 

Che ’1 suo Fetonte l’ammaestra ancora; 

Ed appariva appunto all’orizzonte, 

Tal che Titon si graffiava la fronte. 
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THE 

MORGANTE MAGGIORE; 

CANTO THE FIRST. 


1 . 

Ix the beginning was the Word neat God; 

God was the Word, the Word no less was he: 
This was in the beginning, to my mode 

Of thinking, and without him nought could be: 
Therefore, just Lord! from out tin high abode, 
Benign and pious, bid an angel lice, 

One only , to be my companion , who 

Shall help my famous, worthy, old song through. 

2 . 

And thou, oh Virgin! daughter, mother, bride. 
Of the same Lord , who gave to you each key 
Of heaven, and bell, and every thing beside, 

The day thy Gabriel said “All hail !” to thee. 
Since to thy servants pity’s ne’er denied , 

With flowing rhymes, a pleasant style and free, 
Be to my verses then benignly kind , 

And to the end illuminate my mind. 

3 . 

’T was in the season when sad Philomel 
Weeps with her sister, who remembers-and 
Deplores the ancient w oes which both befel, 

And makes the nymphs enamour'd , to the band 
Of Phaeton by Phoebus loved so well 
His car (but temper’d by his sire’s command) 
Was given , and on the horizon’s verge just now 
Appear’d , so that Tithonus scratch’d his brow : 
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4 . 

Quand’io varai la mia barchetta , prima 
Per ubbidir chi sempre ubbidir debbe 
La mente, e faticarsi in prosa e in rima , 

E del mio Carlo Imperador m’increbbe; 
Cbe so quanti la penna ha posto in cima , 
Che tutti la sua gloria prevarrebbe : 

E slata quella istoria , a quel ch’ i’ veggio , 
Di Carlo male intesa , e scritta peggio. 

5 . 

Diceva gik Liouardo Arelino, 

Che s’egli avesse avuto scriUor degno, 
Com'egli ebbe un Ormanno il suo Pipino 
Ch’avesse diligenzia avuto e ingegno; 
Sarebbe Carlo Magno un uom divino ; 

Per6 ch’egli ebbe gran vittorie e regno, 

E fece per la chiesa e per la fede 
Certo assai piu, che non si dice o crede. 

6 . 

Guardisi ancora a san Liberatore 
Quella badia lit presso a Manoppello , 

Giu ne gli Abbruzzi falta per suo onore , 
Dove fu la battaglia e’l gran flaggello 
D’un re pagan , che Carlo imperadore 
Uccise , e tanto del suo popol fello : 

E vedesi tante ossa , e tanto il sanno , 

Che tutte in Giusaflfo poi si vedranno. 

7 . 

Ma il mondo cieco e ignoraote non prezza 
Le sue virtu , com’io vorrei vedere : 

E tu , Fiorenza , de la sua grandezza 
Possiedi , e sempre potrai possedere 
Ogni costume ed ogni gentilezza 
Che si potesse aquistare o avere 
Col senno col tesoro o con la lancia 
Dal nobil sanguc e venuto di Francia. 
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4 . 

When I prepared my bark first to obey, 

As it should still obey , the helm, my mind, 

And carry prose or rhyme , and this my lay 
Of Charles the Emperor, whom you will find 
By several pens already praised ; but they 
Who to diffuse his glory were inclined, 

For all that I can see in prose or verse, 

Have understood Charles badly, and wrote worse. 

5 . 

Leonardo Aretino said already, 

That if, like Pepin, Charles had had a writer 
Of genius quick , and diligently steady , 

No hero would in history look brighter; 

He in the cabinet being always ready, 

And iu the field a most victorious fighter. 

Who for the church and Christian faith had wrought. 
Cedes, far more than yet is said or thought. 

6 . 

You still may see at Saint Liberatore 

The abbey , no great way from Manopell , 

Erected in the Abruzzi to his glory, 

Because of the great battle in which fell 
A pagan king, according to the story , 

And felon people whom Charles sent to hell : 

And there are bones so many, and so many, 

Near them Giusaffa’s would seem few, if any. 

7 . 

But the world , blind aud ignorant , don’t prize 
His virtues as I wish to see them : thou , 

Florence , by his great bounty don’t arise , 

And hast, and may have, if thou wilt allow, 

All proper customs and true courtesies : 

Whate’er thou hast acquired from them till now, 
With knightly courage, treasure, or the lance, 

Is sprung from out the noble blood of France. 
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8 . 

Dodici paladini aveva to corte 

Carlo ; e’l piu savio e famoso era Orlando : 
Gran traditor ]o coudusse a la morte 
In Roncisvalleun trattato ordinando; 

Lit dove il corno son6 lanto forte 
Dope la dolorosa rot la , quando 
Ke la sua eommedia Dante qui dice, 

E mcltelo con Carlo in ciel felice. 

9. 

Era perPasqna quella di natale: 

Carlo la corte avea tutta in Parigi : 

Orlando, com’iodico, il principale 
Evvi, ilDanese, Astolfo, eAusuigi: 
Fannosi feste e cose Irioufale, 

E niolto celebravan San Dionigi; 

Angioliu di Bajona, ed Ulivieri 
V’era venulo , e’l gentil Berlinghieri. 

10 . 

Eravi Avolio ed Avino ed Ottone, 

Di Normandia, RiccardoPaladino, 

E’l savio Namo , e’l vecchio Salamone , 
Gualticr da Monlionc, e ltaldovino 
Ch’era tigliuol del tristo Ganellone. 

Troppo lieto era il tigliuol di Pipino; 

Tanto che spesso d’allegrezza genie 
Yeggendo tulti i paladini insieme. 

It. 

Ma la fortuna attenta sta nascosa , 

Per guastar sempre ciascun nostro effetto ; 
Mentre che Carlo cost si riposa, 

Orlando governava iu fatto e in detto 
La corte e Carlo Magno ed ogni cosa : 

Gan per invidia scoppia il nialadetto, 

E cominciava un di con Carlo a dire : 
Abbiam noi sempre Orlando ad ubbidire? 
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*. 

Twelve paladins had Charles in court, or whom 
The wisest and most famous was Orlando ; 

Him traitor Gan conducted to the tomb 
In Roncesvalles , as the villain plann’d too, 

While the horn rang so loud, and knell’d the doom 
Of their sad rout , though he did all knight can do ; 
And Dante in his comedy has given 
To him a happy seat with Charles in heaven. 

9 . 

’ T was Christmas-day ; in Paris all his court 
Charles held ; the chief, Isay, Orlando was, 

The Dane; Astolfo there too did resort, 

Also Ansuigi , the gay time to pass 
In festival and in triumphal sport, 

The much-renown’d St. Dennis being the cause; 
Angiolin of Bayonne, and Oliver, 

And gentle Belinghieri too came there: 

10 . 

Avolio, andArino, and Othone 
. Of Normandy, and Richard Paladin, 
ise Hamo, and the ancient Salemone, 

Walter of Lion’s Mount and Baldovin , 

Who was the son of the sad Gancllone, ’ 

Were there , eieiting too much gladness in 
1 he son of Pepin : — wheu his knights came hither, 
He groan’d with joy to see them altogether. 

If. 

But watchful Fortune, lurking, takes good heed 
Ever some bar ’gainst our interns to bring. 

While Charles reposed him thus, in word and deed, 
Orlando ruled court, Charles, and every thing; 
Curst Gan, with envy bursting, had such need 
To vent his spite , that thus with Charles the king 
One day he openly began to say, 

“Orlando must we always then obey? 
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12 . 

lo ho credulo mille voile dirti : 

Orlaodo ha io se troppa presunzione: 

Noi siam qui conli , re, duchi a servirti, 
ENamo, Oltooe, Uggieri e Salaraone, 

Per onorarti ognun , per ubbidirti : 

Che costui abbi ogni reputazione 
Nol soiferrem ; nia Siam deliberati 
])a un faneiullo non esscr governali. 

13 . 

Tu cominciasti insino in Aspramonte 
A dargli a inlender che fusse gagliardo, 

E facesse gran cose a quella fonte ; 

Ma se non fusse stato il buon Gherardo, 

10 so che la vittoria era d'Almonle : 

Ma egii ebbe sempre 1'occhio a Io slendardo: 
Che si voleva quel di coronarlo: 

Questo & colui cli’ha merilato, Carlo. 

14 . 

Se ti ricorda gia sendo in Guascogna , 

Quando e’ vi venne la genie di Spagna , 

11 popol de’ cristiani avea vergogna, 

Se non moslrava la sua forza magna. 

11 ver convien pur dir, quando e’ bisogna: 
Sappi ch'ognuno imperador si lagna : 
(Juant’io per me, ripasserd que’ monti 
Ch’io passai ’n qua con sessanladuo conli. 

15 . 

La tua grandezza dispensar si vuole, 

E far che ciascun abbi la sua parle : 

La corte tutla quanta se ne duole : 

Tu credi che costui sia forse Marte? 
Orlando un giorno udl queste parole, 

Che si sedeva soletto in disparle : 
Dispiacquegli di Gan quel che diceva ; 

Ma molto piii che Carlo gli crcdeva. 
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12 . 

"A thousand times I ’ve been about to say, 

Orlando too presumptuously goes on ; 

Here are we, counts, kings, dukes, to own thy sway, 
Hamo, and Otho, Ogier, Solomon, 

Each have to honour thee and to obey ; 

But he has loo much credit near the throne, 

Which we won’t suffer, but are quite decided 
By such a boy to be no longer guided. 

13 . 

44 And even at Aspramont thou didst begin 
To let him know he was a gallant knight, 

And by the fount did much the day to win; 

But I know who that day had won the fight 
If it had not for good Gherardo been : 

The victory was Almonte’s else; his sight 
He kept upon the standard , and the laurels 
In fact and fairness are his earning, Charles. 

14 . 

44 If thou rememberest being in Gascony, 

When there advanced the nations out of Spain , 

The Christian cause had suffer’d shamefully, 

Had not his valour driven them back again. 

Best speak the truth when there ’s a reason why: 

Know then, oh emperor! that all complain : 

As for myself, 1 shall repass the mounts 
O’er which I cross’d with two and sixty counts. 

15 . 

44 *T is fit thy grandeur should dispense relief, 

So that each here may have his proper part, 

For the whole court is more or less in grief: 

Perhaps thou deem'st this lad a Mars in heart?” 
Orlando one day heard this speech in brief. 

As by himself it chanced he sate apart: 

Displeased he was with Gan because he said it. 

But much more still that Charles should give him credit. 

Aorrf Huron. III. 05 
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16 . 

E voile con la spad uccider Gano; 

Ma Ulivieri in quel mezzo si mise, 

E Durlindana gli trasse di mano, 

E cosi il me’ che seppe gli divise. 

Orlando si sdegn6 con Carlo Mano, 

E poco men che quivi non I’uccise ; 

E dipartissi di Parigi solo , 

E scoppia e’mpazza di sdcgno e di duolo. 

17 . 

Ad Ermellina moglie del Danese 
Tolse Cortana, e poi tolse Rondello; 

E ’n verso Brara il suo cammin poi prese. 
Aldalabella, come vide quello. 

Per abbracciarlo le braccia dislese. 
Orlando, che ismarrilo avea il cervello, 
Com’ella disse: ben venga il mio Orlando: 
Gli voile in su la testa dar col brando. 

18 . 

Come eolui che la furia consigiia, 

Egli pareva a Gan dar veramentc: 

Alda la bella si fe’ maraviglia : 

Orlando si ravvide prestaraente : 

E la sua sposa pigliava la briglia, 

E scese dal caval subitamente : 

Ed ogni cosa narrava a costei, 

E riposossi alcun giorno con lei. 

19 . 

Poi si parlt portato dal furore, 

E termind passare in Pagania ; 

E mentre che cavalca , il traditore 
Pi Gan sempre ricorda per la via : 

E cavalcando d’uno in altro errore. 

In un deserto truova una badia 
In luoghi oscuri e paesi lonlani , 

Ch'ern a’ confin’ tra cristiaui e pagani. 
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16 . 

And with the sword he would have murder’d Gan, 
But Oliver thrust in between the pair. 

And from his hand extracted Durlindan, 

And thus at length they separated were. 

Orlando angry too with Carloman, 

Wanted but little to have slain him there; 

Then forth alone from Paris went the chief. 

And burst and madden’d with disdain and grief. 

17 . 

From Ermellina, consort of the Dane, 

He took Cortana, and then took Rondell, 

And on towards Brara prick’d him o’er the plain; 

And when she saw him coming, Aldabelle 
Stretch’d forth her arms to clasp her lord again : 
Orlando , in whose brain all was not well , 

As “Welcome, my Orlando, home,” she said. 
Raised up his sword to smite her on the head. 

18 . 

Like him a fury counsels; his revenge 
On Gan in that rash act he seem’d to take. 

Which Aldabella thought extremely strange; 

But soon Orlando found himself awake ; 

And his spouse took his bridle on this change. 

And he dismounted from his horse , and spake 
Of every thing which pass’d without demur. 

And then reposed himself some days with her. 

. 19 . 

Then full of wrath departed from the place, 

And far as pagan countries roam’d astray. 

And while he rode, yet still at every pace 
The traitor Gan remember’d by the way; 

And wandering on in error a long space , 

An abbey which in a lone desert lay, 

’Midst glens obscure , and distant lands , he found, 
Which form’d the Christian’s and the pagan’s bound. 

25 * 
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20 . 

L’abate si chiamava Chiaramonte, 

Era del sangue disceso d’Anglante : 

Di sopra a la badia v’era un gran monte, 
Dove abitava alcun Hero gigante, 

De’quali uno avea nome Passamonte, 
L’altro Alabastro , e’l terzo era Morgante: 
Con eerte frombe gittavan da alto, 

Ed ogni di facevan qualcbc assalto. 

21 . 

I monachetti non potieno uscire 
Del monistero o per legne o per acque: 
Orlando piccbia , e non volicno aprire. 
Fin che a l’abate a la fine pur piacque; 
Entrato drento cominciava a dire. 

Come colui , che di Maria gia nacque 
Adora, ed era cristian batiezzato , 

E com’ egli era a la badia arrivato. 

22 . 

Disse 1’abate : il ben venuto sia 

Di quel ch’io ho volentier ti daremo, 

Poi che tu credi al figliuol di Maria; 
Elacagion, cavalier, tidiremo, 

Acci6 che non I’imputi a villania, 

Perchfe a I’cntrar resistenza facemo, 

E non ti voile aprir quel monachetto : 

Cosl iutervicn chi vive con sospetto. 

23. 

Quando ci venni al principio abitare 
Qucstc montagne, benchfc sieno oscure 
Come tu vedi ; pur si potea stare 
Sanza sospetto, ch* ell* eran sicure: 

Sol da le ficre t’avevi a guardare; 

Fernoci spesso di brutte paure; 

Or ci bisogna, se vogliamo starci, 

Da 1c bestie dimcstichc guardarci. 


Digitized by Google 



MORGANTE MAGGIORE. 


389 


20 . 

The abbot was call’d Clermont, and by blood 
Descended from Angranle : under cover 
Of a great mountain’s brow the abbey stood , 

But certain savage giants look’d him over; 

One Passamont was foremost of the brood, 

And Alabaster and Morgante hover 
Second and third , with certain slings , and throw 
In daily jeopardy the place below. 

21 . 

The monks could pass the convent gate no more , 
Nor leave their cells for water or for wood ; 
Orlando knock’d , but uone would ope, before 
Uuto the prior it at length seem’d good; 

Enter’d , he said that he was taught to adore 
Him who was born of Mary’s holiest blood , 

And was baptized a Christian ; and thea show’d 
How to the abbey he bad found his road. 

22 . 

Said the abbot, “You are welcome; what is mine 
We give you freely, siuce that you believe 
With us in Mary Mother's Son divine; 

And that you may not, cavalier, conceive 
The cause of our delay to let you in 
To be rusticity, you shall receive 
The reason why our gate was barr’d to you ; 

Thus those who in suspicion live must do. 

23. 

“When hither to inhabit first we came 
These mountains , albeit that they are obscure , 
As you perceive , yet without fear or blame 
They seem’d to promise an asylum sure : 

From savage brutes alone , too fierce to tame , 

’T was fit our quiet dwelling to secure; 

But now, if here we 'd stay, we needs must guard 
Against domestic beasts with watch and ward. 


Digitized by Google 



390 


MORGANTF, M.VGGIORE. 


24 . 

Queste ci fan piuttosto stare a segno 
Sonci appariti tre fieri giganti, 

Non so di quel paese o i\ qual regno , 

Ma molto son feroci tutti quanti : 

La forza e ’1 malvoler giunt’a lo’ngegno 
Sai che puo '1 tutlo ; e noi non Siam bastanti ; 
Questi periurban si Forazion nostra , 

Che non so piu che far, s'altri nol moslra. 

25 . 

Gli antichi padri nostri nel deserto, 

Se le lor opre sante erano e giuste, 

Del ben scrvir da Dio n’avean buon merto; 

Nfc creder sol vivessin di locuste : 

Piovea dal cicl la manna, questo e certo; 

Ma qui convien che spesso assaggi e gusle 
Sassi che piovon di sopra quel monte , 

Che gettano Alabastro e Passamonte. 

26 . 

E ’I terzo ch’i Morgante, assai piu fiero , 
Isveglie e pini e faggi e cerri e gli oppi , 

E gettagli infin qui : questo b pur vero; 

Non posso far che d’ira non iscoppi. 

Mentre che parlan cost in cimitero, 

Un sasso par che Rondel quasi sgroppi ; 

Che da’ giganti giu venne da alto 
Tanto , ch’e’ prese sotto il tetto un salto. 

27 . 

Tirati drento , cavalier, per Dio, 

Disse I’abate , che la manna casca. 

Risponde Orlando : caro abate mio , 

Coslui non vuol che’l mio caval piii pasca : 
Veggo che lo guarcbbe del restlo : 

Quel sasso par che di buon braccio nasca. 
Rispose il santo padre : io non t’inganno, 
Credo che’l monte on giorno gitteranno. 
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24 . 

“These make us stand, in fact, upon the watch ; 

For late there have appear’d three giants rough ; 

What nation or what kingdom bore the batch 
I know not, but they are all of savage stuff; 

When force and malice with some genius match, 

You know, they can do all — we are uot enough: 

And these so much our orisons derange, 

1 know not what to do , till matters change. 

o', 

“Our ancient fathers living the desert in , 

For just and holy works were duly fed; 

Think not they lived on locusts sole, ’t is certain 
That manna was rain'd down from heaven instead ; 

But here 't is fit we keep on the alert in 

Our bounds , or taste the stones shower’d down for bread , 
From off you mountain daily raining faster , 

And flung by Passamont and Alabaster. 

26 . 

“ The third , Morgantc, ’s savagest by far; he 
Plucks up pines, beeches, poplar-trees, and oaks, 

And flings them , our community to bury ; 

And all that I can do but more provokes.” 

While thus they parley in the cemetery, 

A stone from one of their gigantic strokes , 

Which nearly crush’d Rondell, came tumbling over, 

So that he took a loug leap under cover. 

27 . 

“ For God-sake , cavalier , conic in with speed ; 

The manna’s falling now ,” the abbot cried. 

“This fellow does not wish my horse should feed, 

Dear abbot,” Roland unto him replied. 

* ‘ Of rcstivencss he ’d cure him had he need ; 

That sfone seems with good w ill and aim applied.” 

The holy father said , “ I don’t deceive ; 

They 'H one day fling the mountain , I believe.” 
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28 . 

Orlando governar fece Roudello, 

E ordinar per se da colazione : 

Poi disse : abate, io voglio andare a quello 
Che dette al mio cava! con quel cantone. 
Disse I’abate: come car fratello 
Consiglierotti sanza passione? 

Io ti sconforlo , baron, ditalgita; 

Ch’ io so che lu vi lascerai la vita. 

29 . 

Quel Passamonte porta in man tre dardi : 

Chi frombc , chi baston , chi mazzafrusti ; 
Sai che giganti piit di noi gagliardi 
Son per ragion , che son anco piu giusti ; 

E pur se vuoi andar fa che li guardi, 

Che questi son villan molto e robusti. 
Rispose Orlando : io lo vedro per certo 
Ed avviossi a pife su pel deserto. 

30 . 

Disse l’abate col scgnarlo in fronte : 

Va , che da Dio e me sia benedetto. 
Orlando, poi che salito ebbe il monte. 
Sidirizzb, come l’abate detto 
Gliavea, dove sta quel Passamonte; 

II quale Orlando veggendo solelto , 

Molto lo squadra di drieto e davante; 

Poi domandd , se star volea per fante. 

31. 

E* prometteva di farlo godere. 

Orlando disse : pazzo saracino, 
Iovengoate, com’£ di Dio volere, 

Per darli morte , e non per ragazzino ; 
A’monaci suoi fatto hai dispiacere ; 

Non pud piu comportarti can mastino. 
Queslo gigante armar si corse a furia, 
Quando sentl ch’ e’gli diceva ingiuria , 
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28 . 

Orlando bade them take care of Rondello , 

And also made a breakfast of his own: 

“Abbot,” he said, “I want to find that fellow 
Who flung at my good horse yon corner-stone.” 

Said the abbot, “Let not my advice seem shallow; 

As to a brother dear I speak alone : 

I would dissuade you , baron, from this strife, 

As knowing sure that you will lose your life. 

29 . 

“That Passamont has in his hand three darts — 

Such slings, clubs, ballast-stones, that yield you must; 
You know that giants have much stouter hearts 
Than us, with reason, in proportion just: 

If go you will, guard well against their arts, 

For these are very barbarous and robust.” 

Orlando answer’d , “ This 1 ’ll see , be sure, 

And walk the wild on foot to be secure.” 

30 . 

The abbot sign'd the great cross on his front, 

“Then go you with God’s benison and mine:” 

Orlando , after he had scaled the mount , 

As the abbot had directed , kept the line 
Right to the usual haunt of Passamont; 

Who , seeing him alone in this design , 

Survey’d him fore and aft with eyes observant, 

Then ask’d him, “ If be wish’d to stay as servant?” 

31 . 

And promised him an office of great ease. 

But, said Orlando, “Saracen insane ! 

1 come to kill you , if it shall so please 
God , not to serve as footboy in your train ; 

You with his monks so oft have broke the peace — 

Vile dog ! ’t is past his patience to sustain.” 

The giant ran to fetch his arms , quite furious , 

When he received an answer so injurious. 
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3 * 2 . 

E ritornato ovc aspettava Orlando , 

II qual non s’era partito da bomba; 

Subito venne la corda girando , 

E lascia un sasso andar fuor de la fromba , 
Che in su la testa giugnea rotolando 
A1 conte Orlando , e l’elnietto rimbomba ; 

E’ cadde per la pena tramortito ; 

Ma piu che raorto par, tanto & stordito. 

33 . 

Passamonte pensb che fusse morto , 

E disse : io voglio andarmi a disarmare : 
Questo pollron per chi m’aveva scorto? 

Ma Cristo i suoi non suole abbandonare , 
Massime Orlando , ch’ egli arcbbe il torto. 
Mentre il giganle l’arine va a spogliare, 
Orlando in questo tempo si riseute, 

E rivocava e la forza e la rnente. 

34 . 

E grid6 forte : gigante , ove vai? 

Ben ti pensasti d’avcrmi ammazzato ! 

Yolgiti a drieto, che, s'alenonhai, 

Non puoi da me fuggir, can rinncgato • 

A tradiraento ingiuriato m’hai. 

Donde H gigante allor mara\igliato 
Si volse a drieto , e riteneva il passo ; 

Poi si chinb per tor di terra un sasso. 

35 . 

Orlando avea Cortana ignuda in mano; 

Trasse a la testa : e Cortana tagliava : 

Per mezzo il teschio parti del pagano , 

E Passamonte morto rovinava : 

E net cadere il superbo e villano 
Divotameute Macon bestemmiava ; 

Ma mentre che bestemmia il crudo e acerbo, 
Orlando ringraziava il Padre e’l Verbo. 
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32 . 

And being return’d to where Orlando stood , 

Who had not moved him from the spot, and swinging 
The cord , he hurl’d a stone with strength so rude , 

As show’d a sample of his skill in slinging; 

It roll’d on Count Orlando’s helmet good 

And head , and set both head and helmet ringing 
So that he swooned with pain as if he died , 

But more than dead , he seem’d so stupified. 

33 . 

Then Passaroont, who thought him slain outright, 

Said, “I will go, and while he lies along, 

Disarm me : why such craven did I light? ” 

But Christ his servants ne’er abandons long, 
Especially Orlando , such a knight , 

As to desert would almost be a wrong. 

While the giant goes to put off his defences , 

Orlando has recall’d his force and senses: 

31 . 

And loud he shouted , ‘ ‘ Giant , where dost go ? 

Thou thought’s! me doubtless for the bier outlaid; 

To the right about — without wings thou ’rt too slow 
To fly my vengeance — currish renegade! 

’T was but by treachery thou laid’st me low." 

The giant his astonishment betray’d. 

And turn'd about , and stopp'd his journey on , 

And then he stoop'd to pick up a great stone. 

33 . 

Orlando bad Cortana bare in hand ; 

To split the head in twain was what he schemed : — 
Cortana clave the skull like a true brand , 

And pagan Passamont died unredeem’d , 

Yet harsh and haughty , as he lay he bann’d , 

And most devoutly Macon still blasphemed; 

But while his crude, rude hlasphemies he heard, 
Orlando thank’d the Father and the Word, — 
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36 . 

Diccndo : quanta grazia oggi m'ha ’data ! : 

Scmpretisono, o signor mio, tenuto; 

Per te conosco la vita salvata ; 

Per6 che dal giganle era abbattuto: 

Ogni cosa a ragion fai misurata; 

Non val nostro potcr sanza il tuo ajuto. 
Priegoli, sopra metenga la mano, 

Tanto che ancor rilorni a Carlo Mano. 

37 . 

Poi ch’ cbbe queslo detlo sen’ and6e, 

Tanto che trouva Alabastro piu basso 
Che si sforzava , quando e’lo trov&e , 

Di svcglier d’una ripa fuori un masso. 
Orlando, com’e’ giunse a quel, grid6e: 
Chepensitu, ghiotton, gitlar quel sasso? 
Quando Alabastro questo grido intcnde, 
Subilamcnte la sua fromba prcnde. 

38 . 

E’trasse d’una pietra molto grossa, 

Tanto ch’ Orlando bisogn6 schermisse; 
Che se I’avcsse giunto la percossa , 

Non bisognava il medico venisse. 

Orlando adoperd poi la sua possa ; 

Nel pettignon tutla la spada misse : 

E morto cadde questo babalone, 

E non dimentico per6 Macone. 

39 . 

Morganle aveva al suo modo un palagio 
Fatto di frasche e di schegge e di terra : 
Quivi, secondolui, si posa ad agio ; 
Quivi la notte si rinchiude e scrra. 

Orlando picchia, e daragli disagio, 

Perchfe il gigante dal sonno si sferra ; 
Vennegli aprir come una cosa matta; 

Ch’ un’ aspra visione aveva fatta. 
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36 . 

Saying, “What grace to me thou ’stlhis day given ! 

And I to thee, oh Lord! am ever bound. 

I know my life was saved by thee from heaven , 

Since by the giant I was fairly down’d. 

All things by thee are measured just and even; 

Our power without thine aid would nought be found : 

I pray thee take heed of me, (ill I can 
At least return once more to Carloman." 

37 . 

And having said thus much , he went his way ; 

And Alabaster he found out below, 

Doing the very best that in him lay 
To root from out a bank a rock or two. 

Orlando, when he reach’d him, loud ’gan say, 

“How think’st thou , glutton, such a stone to throw?” 
When Alabaster heard his deep voice ring, 

He suddenly betook him to his sling, 

38 . 

And hurl'd a fragment of a size so large, 

That if it had in fact fulfill'd its mission , 

And Roland not avail’d him of his targe. 

There would have been no need of a physician. 

Orlando set himself in turn to charge, 

And in his bulkly bosom made incision 
With all his sword. The lout fell ; but o’crlhrown , he 
However by no means forgot Macoue. 

39 . 

Morgante had a palace in his mode. 

Composed of branches, logs of wood, and earth. 

And stretch’d himself at ease in this abode, 

And shut himself at night within his birth. 

Orlando knock’d, and knock’d again, to goad 
The giant from his sleep ; and he came forth , 

The door to open, like a crazy thing, 

For a rough dream had shook him slumbering. 
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40 . 

E’gli parea ch’un ferocc serpente 
L’avca assalito , e chiamar Macometto 
Ma Macometto non valea niente : 

Ond’e’ chiamava Gesu benedetto; 

E liberato l’avea finalmente. 

Yenne alia porta, ed ebbe cos\ detto; 

Chi buzza qua? pur semprc borbottando. 
Tu ’I saprai tosto, gli rispose Orlando. 

41 . 

Yengo per farli , come a’tuo’ fratelli , 

Far de’peccati tuoi la penitinzia, 

Da’ monaci mandato, cattivelli, 

Come stato e divina providenzia ; 

Pel mal ch’avete fatto a torto a quelli, 

E dalo in ciel cosl questa sentenzia ; 

Sappi , che freddo gik piu ch’un pilastro 
Lasciato ho Passamonte e’l tuo Alabastro, 

42 . 

Disse Morgante : o gentil cavaliere , 

Per lo tuo Dio non mi dir villania : 

Di grazia il nome tuo vorrei sapere; 

Se se’ Cristian , deh dillo in cortesia. 
Rispose Orlando : di cotal mastiere 
Contenterotti per la fede mia : 

Adoro Cristo , ch’e Signor verace ; 

E puoi tu adorarlo, se li piace. 

43 . 

Rispose il saracin con umil voce: 

Io ho fatto una strana visione, 

Che m’assaliva un serpente feroce. 

Non mi valeva per chiamar Macone; 

Onde al tuo Dio che fu confitto in croce 
Rivolsi presto la mia intenzione: 

E’ mi soccorse , e fui libero e sano, 

E son disposto al tutto esser Cristiano. 
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40 . 

He thought that a fierce serpeDt had attack’d him ; 

And Mahomet he call’d; but Mahomet 
Is nothing worth , and not an instant back’d him ; 

But praying blessed Jesu , he was set 
At liberty from all the fears which rack’d him ; 

And to the gate he came with great regret — 

“ Who knocks here?” grumbling all the while , said he. 
“That,” said Orlando, “you will quickly see. 

41 . 

“I come to preach to you, as to your brothers , 

Sent by the miserable monks — repentance ; 

For Providence divine , in you and others , 

Condemns the evil done my new acquaintance. 

’T is writ on high — your wrong must pay another’s; 

From heaven itscll is issued out this sentence. 

Know then, that colder now than a pilaster 
I left your Passamont and Alabaster.” 

42 . 

Morgante said , “ Oh gentle cavalier ! 

Now by thy God say me no villany ; 

The favour of your name 1 fain would hear. 

And if a Christian , speak for courtesy.” 

Replied Orlando, “So much to your ear 
1 by my faith disclose contentedly; 

Christ I adore, who is the genuine Lord , 

And, if you please, by you may be adored.” 

43 . 

The Saracen rejoin’d in humble tone, 

“I have had an extraordinary vision; 

A savage serpent fell on me alone , 

And Macon would not pity my condition ; 

Hence to thy God, who for ye did atone 
Upon the cross, preferr’d I my petition; 

His timely succour set me safe and free, 

And I a Christian am disposed to be.” 


Digitized by Google 



400 


MORGANTE MAGGIOKE. 


44. 

Rispose Orlando: baron giusto e pio, 

Se questo buon volcr terrai nel core , 
L’anima tua ara quel vero Dio 
Che ci pu6 sol gradir d’eterno onore: 

E s’tu vorrai , sarai compagno mio, 

E amerotti con perfelto amore: 

Gl’idoli vostri son bugiardi e vani . 

11 vero Dio e lo Dio de’ Cristiani. 

45. 

Venne questo Signor sanza peccato 
Ne la sua niadre vergine pulzclla : 

Se conoscessi quel Signor beato , 

Sanza’l qual non risplende sole o Stella, 
Aresti gia Macon tuo rinnegato, 

E la sua fede iniqua ingiusta e fella : 
Battezzati al mio Dio di buon talento. 
Morgante gli risposo: io son contento. 

46. 

E corse Orlando subito abbracciare : 
Orlando gran carezze gli facea , 

E disse : a la badia ti vo’ menare. 
Morgante, andianci presto, respondea: 
Co'monaci la pace ci vuol fare. 

De la qual cosa Orlando in se godea , 
Dicendo; fratel mio divoto e buono, 

Io v6 che chiegga a l’abate perdono. 

47. 

Da poi che Dio ralluminato t’ha, 

Ed acettato per la sua umiltade; 

Vuolsi che tu ancor usi umilth. 

Disse Morgante : per la tua bontade , 

Poi che il tuo Dio mio sempre omai sarh, 
Dimmio del nome tuo la veritade, 

Poi di me dispor puoi al tuo comando; 
Ond’e’ gli disse, com ’egli era Orlando. 


Digitized by Coogle 



MORGANTE M A GGlORfi. 


401 


44 . 

Orlando answer’d, “Baron just and pious. 

If this good wish your heart can really move 
To the true God , who will not then deny us 
Eternal honour , you will go above , 

And , if you please , as friends we will ally us , 

And I will love you with a perfect love. 

Your idols are vain liars , full of fraud : 

The only true God is the Christian’s God. 

45 . 

“The Lord descended to the virgin breast 
Of Mary Mother, sinless and divine; 

If you acknowledge the Redeemer blest, 

Without whom neither sun nor star can shine , 

Abjure bad Macon's false and felon test, 

Your renegado god, and worship mine, — 

Baptize yourself with zeal , since you repent.” 

To which Morgante answer’d , “I’m content.” 

, 46 . 

And then Orlando to embrace him flew , 

And made much of his convert, as he cried , 

“To the abbey I will gladly marshal you.” 

To whom Morgante, “Let us go,” replied; 

“ I to the friars have for peace to sue.” 

Which thing Orlando heard with inward pride, 

Saying, “My brother, so devout and good , 

Ask the abbot pardon , as I wish you would : 

47 . 

“ Since God has granted your illumination, 

Accepting you in mercy for his own , 

Humility should be your first oblation.” 

Morgante said , “ For goodness’ sake , make known — 
Since that your God is to be mine — yom station, 

And let your name in verity be shown ; 

Then will I every thing at your command do.” 

On which the other said, he was Orlando. 

Lord liijrun. III. 26 
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Disse il gigante: Gcsu benedetto 
Per mille volte ringraziato sia; 

Sentito t’ho nomar , baron perfetto , 

Per tutti i tempi de la vita mia: 

E, com’io dissi , scmpremai suggetto 
Esser ti vo’ per la tua gagliardia. 

Insieme molte cose ragionaro, 

E ’n verso la badia poi s’inviaro. 

49 . 

E per la via da que' giganli morti 
Orlando con Morgante s\ ragiona : 

De la lor rnorte vo’ che li conforti ; 

E poi che piace a Dio . a me perdona ; 

A’ monaci avcan fatto mille torti; 

E la nostra scriltura aperlo suona. 

11 ben rcmunerato, e’l mal punito; 

E mai non ha questo Signor fallito, 

50 . . 

Pcr6 ch’egli ama la giustizia tanto, 

Che vuol , che sempre il suo giudicio morda 
Ognun ch’abbi peccato tanto o quanto; 

E cos\ il ben ristorar si ricorda : 

E non saria senza giustizia santo : 

Adunque al suo volcr presto t’accorda : 

Che debbe ognun voler quel che vuol questo, 
Ed accordarsi volcntieri e presto. 

51 . 

E sonsi i nostri dottori accordati, 

Pigliando tutti una conclusione, 

Che que che son nel ciel glorificati , 

S’avessin nel pensier conipassione 
De’ miseri parenti che dannati 
Son ne lo inferno in gran confusione , 

La lor felicitit nulla sarebbe; 

E vedi che qui ingiusto Iddio parrebbe. 
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48 . 

“Then,” quoth the giant , “blessed be Jesu 
A thousand times with gratitude and praise ! 

Oft , perfect baron ! have I heard of you 
Through all the different periods of my days: 

And , as I said , to be your vassal too 
L wish , for your great gallantry always.” 

Thus reasoning, they continued much to say, 

And onwards to the abbey went their way. 

49 . 

And by the way about the giants dead 
Orlando with Morgante reason'd : * ‘ Be , 

For their decease , I pray you , comforted ; 

And , since it is God’s pleasure , pardon me , 

A thousand w rongs unto the monks they bred . 

And our true Scripture soundeth openly , 

Good is rewarded , and chastised the ill , 

Which the Lord never faiieth to fulfil : 

50 . 

“ Because his love of justice unto all 
Is such , he wills his judgment should devour 
All who have sin , however great or small ; 

But good he well remembers to restore. 

Nor without justice holy could we call 
Him , whom I now require you to adore. 

All men must make his will their wishes sway, 

And quickly and spontaneously obey. 

51 . 

“And here our doctors are of one accord , 

Coming on this point to the same conclusion , — 
That in their thoughts who praise in heaven the Lord 
If pity e’er was guilty of intrusion 
For their unfortunate relations stored 

In hell below, and damn’d in great confusion , — 
Their happiness would be reduced to nought, 

And thus unjust the Almighty’s self be thought. 

26 * 
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52 . 

Bla egli anno poslo in Gesit ferma spene; 

E tanto pare a lor, quanto a lui pare; 
AfTerman cid ch’e’fa , che facci bene , 

E che non possi in nessun modo crrare : 

Se padre o madre & nell’ eterne pene , 

Di qucsto non si posson conturbarc : 

Che quel che piace a Dio , sol piace a loro : 
Questo s’osscrva ne l’elcrno coro. 

53 . 

Al savio suol bastar poche parole , 

Disse Morgante; tu ii potrai vedere, 

De’ miei fratelli, Orlando, scmiduolc, 

E s’ io m’accorderd di Dio al volcre , 

Come tu di’ che in ciel servar si suolc : 

Morti co’ morti ; or pensiam di godere; 

Io vo taglinr le mani a tutti qunnli, 

E portcrolle a que’ monad santi, 

54 . 

Acci6 ch’ognun sia piu sicuro c ecrlo, 

Com’ e* son morti, e non abbin paura 
Andar solclti per questo descrlo; 

E pcrchc veggan la mia mcnte pura 
A quel Signor che m’ha il suo regno apcrto. 
E tratto fuor di tcnebre si oscura. 

E poi tagli6 le mani a’ due fratelli , 

E lasciagli a le Here ed agli uccclli. 

55 . 

A la badia insieme se ne vanno , 

Ovc 1’abale assai dubbioso aspetta : 

I monaci che’l fatto ancor non sanno, 
Correvano a I’abate tutti in fretta , 

Diccndo paurosi e pien’ d'aflanno : 

"Volete voi costui drenlo si melta? 

Quando l’abate vedeva il gigante, 

Si turb6 tutto nel prirao scmbianle. 
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“ But they in Christ have iirmest hope , and all 
Which seems to him , to them too must appear 
Well done ; nor could it otherwise befall : 

He never can in any purpose err. 

If sire or mother suffer endless thrall , 

They don’t disturb themselves for him or her; 
W r hat pleases God to them must joy inspire ; — 

Such is the observance of the eternal choir." 

53 . 

“ A word unto the wise Morganle said , 

“ Is wont to be enough , and you shall see 
How much I grieve about my brethren dead ; 

And if the will of God seem good to me , 

Just, as you tell me, ’t is in heaven obey’d — 

Ashes to ashes, — merry let us be! 

I will cut off the hands from both their trunks, 

And carry them unto the holy monks. 

54 . 

“So that all persons may be sure and certain 
That they are dead, and have no further fear 
To wander solitary this desert in, 

And that they may perceive my spirit clear 
By the Lord’s grace, who hath withdrawn the curtain 
Of darkness , making his bright realm appear.’’ 

He cut his brethren’s hands off at these words , 

And left them to the savage beasts and birds. 

55 . 

Then to the abbey they went on together, 

Where waited them the abbot in great doubt. 

The monks who knew not yet the fact, ran thither 
To their superior, all in breathless rout, 

Saying with tremor, “ Please to tell us whether 
You wish to have this person in or out?” 

The abbot, looking through upon the giant, 

Too greatly fear'd, at first, to be compliant. 
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50 . 

Orlando che turbato cosi il vede, 

'Gli disse presto : ^bate , datti pace , 

Questo & Cristiano , e in Christo nostro crede , 
E rinnegalo ha il suo Macon fallace. 

Morgante i moncherin mostro per fede , 

Come i giganti ciascuu morto giace ; 

Donde l’abate ringraziavia Iddio, 

Dicendo ; o r m' hai contento , Signor mio. 

57 . 

E risguardava, e squadrava Morgante, 

La sua grandczza e una volta e due , 

E poi gli disse : O famoso gigante, 

Sappi ch’io non mi maraviglio piue , 

Che tu svegliessi e giltassi le pianle, 

Quand’io riguardo or le fatlezze tue : 

Tu sarai or perfetto e vero amico 
A Cristo , quanto tu gli eri nimico. 

58 . 

Un nostro apostol , Saul gi5 chiamato , 

Persegui motto la fede di Cristo: 

Un giorno poi da lo spirto infiarmnato , 

Perchfc pur mi persegui? disse Cristo : 

E’ si ravvide allor del suo peccato 
And6 poi predicando sempre Cristo; 

E fatto & or de la fede una tromba , 

La qual per tutto risuona e rimbomba. 

59 . 

Cosi farai tu ancor , Morgante mio : 

E chi s’emenda , scritto nel Vangelo , 

Che maggior festa fa d’un solo Iddio, 

Che di novantanove altri su in cielo: 

Io ti eonforto ch’ogni tuo disio 
Rivolga a quel Signor con giusto zelo, 

Che tu sarai felice in sempiterno, 

Ch’eri perduto , e dannato all’ inferno. 
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56 . 

Orlando seeing him thus agitated, 

Said quickly , “Abbot, be thou of good cheer; 

He Christ believes, as Christian must be rated, 

And hath renounced bis Macon false; ” which here 
Morgante with the hands corroborated , 

A proof of both the giants’ fate quite clear: 

Thence, with due thanks , the abbot God adored, 
Saying, “Thou bast contented me, oh Lord!” 

57 . 

He gazed ; Morgante’s height he calculated , 

And more than once contemplated his size; 

And then he said , “Oh giant celebrated ! 

Know , that no more my wonder will arise , 

How you could tear and fling the trees you late did. 
When 1 behold your forhi with my own eyes. 

You now a true and perfect friend will show 
Yourself to Christ, as once you were a foe. 

58 . 

4 * And one of our apostles , Saul once named , 

Long persecuted sore the faith of Christ, 

Till, one day, by the Spirit being inflamed, 

4 Why dost thou persecute me thus?’ said Christ; 
And then from his offence he was reclaim’d , 

And went for ever after preaching Christ, 

And of the faith became a trump , whose sounding 
O’er the whole earth is echoing and rebounding. 

59 . 

“So, my Morgante, you may do likewise; 

He who repents — thus writes the Evangelist — 
Occasions more rejoicing in the skies 
Than ninety-nine of the celestial list. 

You may be sure, should each desire arise 
W ilh just zeal for the Lord , that you ’ll exist 
Among the happy saints for evermore; 

But you were lost and damn’d to hell before!” 
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60 . 

E grande onore a Morgante faceva 
L’abate , e molti di si son posti : 

Un giorno, come ad Orlando piaceva, 

A spasso in quk e in la si sono andati : 
L’abate in una camera sua aveva 
Molte armadure e certi archi appiccati: 
Morgante gliene piacque un che ne vede; 
Onde e’ sel cinse bench' oprar nol crede. 

61 . 

Avea quel luogo d'acqua carestia: 

Orlando disse come buon fratello : 

Morgante , vo' che di piacer ti sia 
Andar per l’acqua; ond’ e’ rispose a quello. 
Comanda ci6 che vuoi che fatto sia ; 

E posesi in ispalla un gran tinello, 

Ed avviossi lk verso una fonte 
Dove solea ber sempre appie del monte. 

62 . 

Giunto a la fonte, sente un gran fracasso 
Di subito venir per la foresta : 

Una saetta cavo del turcasso , 

Posela a l’arco , ed alzava la testa ; 

Ecco apparire un gran gregge al passo 
Di porci , e vanno con molta tempesta ; 

E arrivorno alia fontaua appunlo 
Donde il gigante k da lor sopraggiunto. 

63 . 

Morgante a la ventura a un saetta ; 

Appunto ne l’orecctiio to 'ncarnava: 

Da i'altro lato passo la verretta; 

Onde il cinghial giu morto gambettava; 

Un altro, quasi per fame vendetta, 
Addosso al gran gigante irato andava; 

E perchk e’ giunsc troppo tosto al varco. 
Non fu Morgante a tempo a trar con l'arco. 
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60 . 

And thus great honour to Morgante paid 
The abbot : many days they did repose. 

One day, as with Orlando they both stray’d , 

And saunter’d here and there, where’er they chose, 
The abbot show’d a chamber, where array’d 
Much armour was , and hung up certain bows ; 

And one of these Morgante for a whim 

Girt on, though useless , hebelieted, to him. 

61 . 

There being a want of water in the place, 

Orlando, like a worthy brother, said, 

“ Morgante , I could wish you in this case 
To go for water.” “ You shall be obey’d 
In all commands,” was the reply, “slraightways.” 
Upon his shoulder a great tub he laid , 

And went out on his way unto a fountain , 

Where he was wont to drink below the mountain. 

62 . 

Arrived there, a prodigious noise he hears, 

Which suddenly along the forest spread; 

Whereat from out his quiver he prepares 
An arrow for bis bow, and lifts his head ; 

And lo! a monstrous herd of swine appears, 

And onward rushes with tempestuous tread, 

And to the fountain’s brink precisely pours; 

So that the giant 's join’d by all the boars. 

63 . 

Morgante at a venture shot an arrow, 

Which pierced a pig precisely in the ear, 

And pass’d unto the other side quite thorough; 

So that the boar, defunct, lay tripp’d up near. 
Another, to revenge his fellow farrow. 

Against the giant rush'd in tierce career. 

And reach’d the passage with so swift a foot, 

Morgante was oot now in time to shoot. 
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Vcdendosi veuuto it porco adosso, 

Gli dette in su la testa un gran punzone 
Per modo che gl’infranse insino a I’osso , 

E morto allato a quell’altro to pone : 

Gli allri porci veggendo quel pereosso. 

Si inisson tutti in fuga pel vallone ; 

' Morgante si lev6 il tinello in collo, 

Ch’era pien d’acqua , e non si muove un crollo. 

65 . 

Da l’una spalla il tinello avea posto, 

Da l’altra i porci, e spaceiava il terreno; 

E torna a la badia , ch’£ pur discosto , 

Ch’ una gocciola d’acqua non va in seno. 
Orlando che’l vcdea tornar si toslo 
Co’ porci morti , e con quel vaso pieno ; 
Maravigliossi che sia tanto forte ; 

Cosi l’abate; c spalancan le porte. 

66 . 

I monad veggendo 1’acqua fresca 

Si rallegrorno, ma piii dc’ cinghiali ; 

Ch’ogni animal si rallegra dc l’esca ; 

E posano a dormire i breviali : 

Ognun s’aflanna, e non par che gl’incresca, 
Accio che questa carne nog s’insali , 

E che poi secca sapcsse di victo : 

E la digiune si restomo a drieto. 

67 . 

E ferno a scoppia corpo per un tratto, 

E scufliau , che parien de l’acqua usciti; 

Tanto che’l cane sen doleva e ’I gatto, 

Che gli ossi rimanean troppo puliti. 

L’abate, poi che molto onoro ha fatto 
A tutti, un di dopo questi conviti 
Dette a Morgante un destrier molto bello , 

Che lungo tempo tenuto avea quello. 
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64 . 

Perceiving that the pig was on him close, 

He gave him such a punch upon the head 
As floor’d him so that he no more arose, 

Smashing the very bone ; and he fell dead 
Next to the other. Having seen such blows , 

The other pigs along the valley fled; 

Morgante on his neck the bucket took , 

Full from the spring, which neither swerved nor shook. 

65 . 

The ton was on one shoulder , and there were 
The hogs on t’ other, and he brush’d apace 
On to the abbey, though by no means near, 

Nor spilt one drop of water in his race. 

Orlando , seeing him so soon appear 

With the dead boars, and with that brimful vase, 
Marvell’d to see his strength so very great ; 

So did the abbot, and set wide the gale. 

66 . 

The monks , who saw the water fresh and good , 
Rejoiced, but much more to perceive the pork; — - 
All animals are glad at sight of food*: 

They lay their breviaries to sleep , and work 
With greedy pleasure, and in such a mood , 

That the flesh needs no salt beneath their fork. 

Of rankness and of rot there is no fear, 

For all the fasts are now left in arrear. 

67 . 

As though they wish’d to burst at once, they ate; 

And gorged so that, as if the bones had been 
In water , sorely grieved the dog and cat , 

Perceiving that they all were pick’d too dean. 

The abbot, who to all did honour great, 

A few days after this convivial scene, 

Gave to Morgante a fine horse, well train’d , 

Which he long time had for himself maintain’d. 
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68 . 

Morgante in su ’n un prato il caval mena , 

E vuol che corra , e che facci ogni pruova , 
E pensa che di ferro abbi la sehiena, 

O forse non credeva schiacciar I’uova: 
Questo caval s’accoscia per la pena, 

E scoppia, e ’n su la terra si ritruova. 
Dicca Morgante: lieva su, rozzone; 

E va pur punzccdiiando co lo sprone. 

69 . 

Ma finalmente convien ch’ egli smonte, 

E disse : io son pur leggier come penna , 
Ed fe scoppiato; chenedi’tu, conte? 
Risposc Orlando : un arbore d’autenna 
Mi par piuttosto, e la gaggia la fronte: 
Lascialo andar , che la fortuna accenna 
Che meco appiede ne vetiga, Morgante. 
Ed io cosi verro, disse il gigante. 

70 . 

Quando sera mestier, tu mi vedrai 
Com’io mi proverb ne la battaglia. 
Orlando disse : io credo tu farai 
Come buon cavalier, se Dio mi vaglia; 
Ed anco me dormir non mirerai : 

Di questo tuo caval non te ne caglia : 
Vorrebbesi portarlo in qualche bosco ; 
Ma il modo nb la via non ci conosco. 

71 . 

Disse il gigante : io il porterb ben io , 

Da poi che portar me non ha voluto, 

Per render ben per mal , come fa Dio ; 
Ma vo’ che a porlo addosso mi dia ajuto. 
Orlando gli dicea: Morgante mio, 

S’al mio consiglio ti sarai attenuto, 
Questo caval tu non ve ’1 porteresti , 

, Che ti farb come tu a lui facesti. 
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68 . 

The horse Morgante to a meadow led, 

To gallop , and to put him to the proof, 

Thinking that he a back of iron had , 

Or to skim eggs unbroke was light enough ; 

But the horse, sinking with the pain, fell dead, 

And burst, while cold on earth lay head and hoof. 
Morgante said , “Get up , thou sulky cur ! ” 

And still continued pricking with the spur. 

69 . 

But finally be thonght fit to dismount, 

And said , “ I am as light as any feather , 

And he has burst; — to this what say you, count?” 
Orlando answer’d, “Like a ship’s mast rather 
You seem to me , and with the truck for front : — 

Let him go ; Fortune wills that we together 
Should march , but you on foot Morgante still.” 

To which the giant answer’d , “ So 1 will. 

70 . 

“When there shall be occasion, you will see 
How I approve my courage in the tight.” 

Orlando said, “I really think you '11 be, 

If it should prove God’s will, a goodly knight; 

Nor will you napping there discover me. 

But never mind your horse, though out of sight 
’T were best to carry him into some wood , 

If but the means or way I understood.” 

71 . 

The giant said , ** Then carry him I will , 

Since that to carry me he was so slack — 

To render, as the gods do, good for ill; 

But lend a hand to place him on my back.” 

Orlando answer’d, “If my counsel still 
May weigh , Morgaute , do not undertake 
To lift or carry this dead courser, who , 

As you have done to him , will do to you. 
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n. 

Guarda che non facesse la vendetta. 

Come fece gik Nesso cosl morto : 

Non so se la sua istoria hai inteso o letta; 
E’ ti fara scoppiar ; datti conforto. 

Disse Morgante : ajuta ch’io me ’1 metta 
Addosso , e poi vedrai s’io ve lo porlo : 
lo porterei , Orlando mio gentile , 

Con le cainpane la quel campanile. 

73 . 

Disse l’abate: il campanil v’& bene; 

Ma le campane voi l’avete rotte. 

Dicea Morgante, e’ ne porton le pene 
Color che morti son la in quelle grotle; 

E levossi il cavallo in so le schiene , 

E disse: guarda s’io senlo di gotte, 
Orlando , nellc gambe , e s’ io lo posso ; 
E fe’ duo salti col cavallo addosso. 

74 . 

Era Morgante come una montagna : 

Se facea questo, non e maraviglia; 

Ma pure Orlando con seco si lagna ; 
Pcrch& pur era omai di sua famiglia; 
Temenza avea non pigliasse magagna. 
Un’ altra volta costui riconsiglia : 

Posalo ancor, nol portare al deserto. 
Disse Morgante : il porterd per certo. 

75 . 

E portollo , e gittollo in luogo strano, 

E tornd a la badia subitamente. 

Diceva Orlando : or che pin dimoriano? 
Morgante, qui non facciam noi niente; 
E prese un giorno l’abate per mano , 

E disse a quel molto discrelamente, 

Che vuol partir de la sua reverenzia , 

E doraandava e perdono e licenzia. 
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“Take care he don’t revenge himself, though dead , 
As Nessus did of old beyond all cure. 

I don't know if the fact you ’ve heard or read ; 

But he will make you burst, you may be sure.” 
“But help him on my back,” Morgante said, 

“ you shall see what weight I can endure. 

In place , my gentle Roland , of this palfrey , 

With all the bells, 1 ’d carry yonder belfry.” 

73 . 

The abbot said , “The steeple may do well , 

But, for the bells, you’ve broken them , l wot.” 
Morgante answer’d, “Let them pay in hell 
The penalty who lie dead in yon grot ; ” 

And hoisting up the horse from where he fell, 

He said , “ Now look if 1 the gout have got, 
Orlando, in the legs — or if I have force;’’ — 

And then he made two gambols with the horse. 

74 . 

Morgante was like any mountain framed; 

So if he did this, ’t is no prodigy; 

But secretly himself Orlando blamed, 

Because he was one of bis family; 

And fearing that he might be hurt or maim'd , 

Once more he bade him lay his burden by:' 

“ l >ut down , nor bear him further the desert in.” 
Morgante said , ‘ ‘I ’ll carry him for certain.” 

75 . 

He did ; and stow’d him in some nook away , 

And to the abbey then return’d with speed. 

Orlando said, “ Why longer do we stay? 

“Morgante, here is nought to do indeed.” 

The abbot by the hand he took one day, 

And said, with great respect , he had agreed 
To leave his reverence ; but for this decision 
He wish d to have his pardon and permission. 
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76 . 

E de gli onor ricevuti da questi , 

Qualche volta potendo , arh buon merito; 

■ E dice : io intendo ristorare e presto 
1 persi giorni del tempo preterito : 

E’ son piii dl che iicenzia arei chiesto, 
Benigno padre, se non ch' io mi perito; 
Non so mostrarvi quel che drento sento; 
Tanto vi veggo del mio star conteuto. 

77 . 

Io me ne porto per sempre nel core 
L’abate, labadla, questo deserto; 

Tanto v’ho posto in picciol tempo amore : 
Rcndavi su nel ciel per me buon merto 
Quel vero Dio, qucllo etcrno Signore, 
Che vi scrba it suo regno al fine aperto : 
Noi aspettiam vostra benedizione, 
Raccoinandiamci a le vostre orazione. 

78 . 

Quando I’abate il conte Orlando intese, 
Rintencri nel cor per la dolcezza, 

Tanto fervor nel petto se gli accese ; 
Edisse: cavalier, se a tua prodezza 
Non sono stato benigno e cortcse , 

Come conviensi a la gran gentillezza; 

* Che so che cid ch’i’ho fatto d stato poco , 
Incolpa la ignoranzia nostra e il loco. 

70 . 

Noi ti potremo di messe onorare , 

D\ prediche di laude e paternostri , 
Piuttosto che da cena o desinare, 

O d’altri convenevol che da chioslri: 

Tu m’hai di te si fatto innamorare 
Per mille alte eccellenzie che tu mostri ; 
Ch'io me ne vengo ove tu andrai con tcco, 
E d’altra parte tu resli qul meco. 
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76. 

The honours they continued to receive 

Perhaps exceeded what his merits claim’d : 

He said, “I mean, and quickly, to retrieve 

The lost days of time past , which may be blamed ; 
Some days ago I should have ask’d your leave, 

Kind father, but I really was ashamed, 

And know not how to show my sentiment, 

So much I see you with our stay content. 

77. 

“ But in my heart I bear through every clime 
The abbot , abbey , and this solitude — 

So much I love you in so short a-time; 

For me , from heaven reward you with all good 
The God so true, the eternal Lord sublime ! 

Whose kingdom at the last hath open stood. 
Meantime we stand expectant of your blessing , 

And recommend us to your prayers with pressing.” 

78. 

Now when the abbot Count Orlando heard, 

His heart grew soft with inner tenderness , 

Such fervour in his bosom bred each word ; 

And, “Cavalier,” he said, “if I have less 
Courteous and kind to your great worth appear’d , 
Than fits me for such gentle blood to express , 

I know I have done too little in this case; 

But blame our ignorance, and this poor place. 

79. 

“ We can indeed but honour you with masses , 

And sermons, thanksgivings, and pater-nosters. 
Hot suppers , dinners ( fitting other places 
In verity much rather than the cloisters); 

But such a love for you my heart embraces , 

For thousand virtues which your bosom fosters , 
That whereso’er you go I too shall be , 

And , on the other part , you rest with me. 

Lord Byron. III. 27 
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80 . 

Tanto ch’a questo par eontraddizione; 

Ma so che tu se’ savio , e ’ntendi c gtrsti , 
E intendi il mio parlar per discrizione ; 
De' beneficj tuoi pietosi e ginsti 
Renda il Signore a te munerazioite , 

Da cui mandato in quesfe selve fust! ; 

Per le virtu del qual Irberf siamo, 

E grazie a lui e a te nor ne reddiamo. 

81 . 

Tu ci hai satvato l’anrma e la vita: 

Tanta perturbazion gilt que’ giganti 
Ci detton , che la 9frada era smatfita 
Da ritrovar Gesfc con gli altri snnti : 

Per6 troppo ci dtrol la tna partita , 

E sconsolati restiam tutti quanti ; 

Nfc ritener possiamti i mesi e gli amri : 
Che to non se' davestir questi panni , 

82 . 

Ma da portar la lancia e l’amtadara : 

E puossi meritar con essa , come 
Con questa cappa ; e leggi la scrittnra : 
Questo gigante al ciel drizzd le some 
Per tna virtii ; va in pace a tua ventura 
Chi tu ti sia, ch’io non ricereo il nome ; 
Ma dir6 sempre, s’io son domandato, 
Ch’ un angiol qui da Dio fussi mandato. 

88 . 

Se c’fc armadura o cosa che tu voglia, 
Yattene in zambra e pigliane to stessi , 

E cuopri a questo gigante le scogti*. 
Rispose Orlando : se armadura avessi 
Prima che noi uscissim de la soglia. 

Che questo mio compagno difendessi : 
Questo accetto io , e sarammi piacere. 
Dissel’abate* venite a vedera. 
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80 . 

“This may involve a seeming contradiction ; 

But you I know are sage , and feel , and taste , 

And understand my speech with full conviction. 

For your just pious deeds may you be graced 
With the Lord’s .great reward and benediction , 

By whom you were directed to this waste : 

To his high mercy is our freedom due. 

For which we render thanks to him and yon. 

81 . 

“You saved at once our life and soul : such fear 
The giants caused us , that the way was lost 
By which we could pursue a fit career 
In search or Jesus and the saintly host ; 

And your departure breeds such sorrow here , 

That comfortless we all are to our cost; 

But months and years you would not stayin«loth, 

Nor are you form’d to wear our sober cloth ; 

82 . 

“But to bear arms., and wield the lance ; indeed , 
With these as much is done as with this cowl ; 

In proof of which the Scripture you anay read. 

This giant up to heaven may bear his soul 
By your compassion : now in peace proceed. 

Your state and name I seek not to anroli ; 

But , if I ’m ask’d , this answer shall be given , 

That here an angel was sent down from heaven. 

83 . 

“If you want armour or aught else, go in , 

Look o’er the wardrobe , and take what you choose , 
And cover with it o’er this giant’s skin.” 

Orlando answer’d , “if there should lie loose 
Some armour , ere our journey we begin , 

Which might be turn’d to my companion's use, 

The gift would be acceptable to me.” 

The abbot said to him, “Come in and see.” 


27 * 
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84 . 

E in certa cameretta entrati sono, 

Che d’armadure vecchie era copiosa ; 

Dice I’abate : tutte ve le dono , 

Morgante va rovistando ogni cosa ; 

Ma solo uo certo sbergo gli fu buooo, 
Ch’avea tutta la maglia rugginosa : 
Maravigliossi che lo cuopra appunto : 

Che mai piu gnun forse glien’ era aggiunto. 

85 . 

Questo fa d’an gigaate smisurata, 

Ch’a la badia fu morto per antico 

Dal gran Milon d’Angrante , ch’ arrivato? 

V’ era , s’appunto questa istoria dico; 

Ed era ne le mura istoriato , 

Come e’ fu morto questo gran nimico , 

Che fece a la badia gia lunga guerra : 

E Milon v’fc com ’e’ l'abbatte in terra. 

86 . 

Veggendo questa istoria il conte Orlando, 

Fra suo cor disse : o Dio , che sai sol tutto , 
Come venne Milon qui capitando , 

Che ha questo gigante qu\ distrutto 
E lesse certe lettre lacrimando , 

Che non potfe tenir piu il viso asciutto, 
Com’io dir6 ne la seguente istoria : 

Di mal vi guardi il Re de 1’alta gloria. 
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84. 

And in certain closet , where the wall 
Was cover’d with old armour like a crust, 

The abbot said to them , “ I give you all.” 

Morgante rummaged piecemeal from the dust 
The whole, which, save one cuirass, was too small, 
And that too had the mail inlaid with rust. 

They wonder’d how it fitted him exactly , 

Which ne’er has suited others so compactly. 

85. 

”T was an immeasurable giant’s, who 
By the great Milo of Agrante fell 
Before the abbey many years ago. 

The story on the wall was figured well ; 

In the last moment of the abbey's foe , 

Who long had waged a war implacable : 

Precisely as the war occurr’d they drew him, 

And there was Milo as he overthrew him. 

86 . 

Seeing this history, Count Orlando said 
In his own heart , “Oh God , who in the sky 
Know’st all things! how was Milo hither led? 

Who caused the giant in this place to die?” 

And certain letters, weeping, then he read, 

So that he could not keep his visage dry, — 

As I will tell in the ensuing story. 

From evil keep you the high King of glory ! 
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FRANCESCA DA RIMINI. 

DANTE, L*INFERNO. 

CANTO Y. 


Sieoe la terra dove nata fui 
Su la marina , dove il Po discende , 

Per aver pace coi seguaci sui. 

Amor, che al cor geutil ratio s’ apprende, 
Prese costui della bella persona 
Che mi fu tolta ; e il modo ancor m’ ofTende. 
Amor, che a nullo amato amar perdona, 

Mi prese del costui piacer si forte, 

Che, come vedi , ancor non m’ abbandona ; 
Amor condusse noi ad una morte : 

Caina attende chi in vita ci spense: 

Queste parole da lor ci fur porte. 

Da ch’ io intesi quell’ anime offense 
Chinai il viso , e tanto il tenni basso 
Fin che il Poeta mi disse : “Che pense?’' 
Quando risposi incomminciai : “ Ahi lasso! 
Quanti dolci pensier, quanto desio 
Men6 costoro al doloroso passo ! ” 

Pol mi rivolsi a loro, eparlaiio, 

E cominciai : Francesca , i tuoi martiri 
A lagrimar mi fanno tristo e pio. 

Ma dimmi : al tempo de’ dolci sospiri 
A che , e come concedette Amore 
Che conoscesle i dubbiosi desiri? 
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FRANCSECA OF RIMINI. 

FROM THE INFERNO OF DANTE. 

CANTO V. 


“ Thk land where I was born sits by the seas. 

Upon that shore to which the Po descends, 

With all his followers, in search of peace. 

Love, which the gentle heart soon apprehends, 

Seized him for the fair person which was ita’en 
From me, and me even yet the mode offends. 

Love, who to none beloved to love again 

Remits , seized me with wish to please , so strong , 

That, asthouseest, yet, yet it doth remain. 

Love to one death conducted us along, 

But Cainfc waits for him our life who ended : ” 

These were the accents utter’d by her tongue. — 

Since I first listen’d to these souls offendhd, 

I bow’d my visage , and so kept it till — 

“W'hat think’st thou?” said the bard; when I unbended. 
And recommenced : “Alas! unto such ill 

How many sweet thoughts , what strong ecstasies 
Led these their evil fortune to fulfil ! ” 

And then I turn’d unto their side my eyes , 

And said, “Francesca, thy sad destinies 
Have made me sorrow till the tears arise. 

But tell me , in the season of sweet sighs , 

By what and how thy love to passion rose , 

So as his dim desires to recognise?” 
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Ed ella a me : nessun maggior dolore 
Che ricordarsi del tempo felice 
Nella miseria ; e cio sa il tuo dottore. 

Ma se a oonoscer la prima radice 
Del nostro amor tu hai cotanto affetto 
Far6 come colui che piange e dice. 

Noi leggevamo un gioroo per diletto 
Di Lancillotto , come Amor lo strinse : 
Soli eravamo, e senza alcun sospetto. 
Per piii fiate gli occhi ci sospinse 
Quella lettura , e scolorocci il viso : 

Ma solo un punto fu quel che ci vinse. 
Quando leggcmino il disiato riso 
Esser baciato da cotanto amante, 

Questi , che mai da me non fia diviso , 

La bocca mi baci6 tutto tremante : 

Galeotto fu il libro , e chi lo scrisse — 
Quel giorno piu non vi leggemmo avante. 
Mentre che 1’ uno spirto questo disse, 

L’ altro piangeva si che di pietadc 
lo venni men cost com* io morisse , 

E caddi come corpo morto cade. 
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Then she to me: “The greatest of all woes 
Is to remind us of our happy days 
In misery, and that thy teacher knows. 

But if to learn our passion’s first root preys 
Upon thy spirit with such sympathy, 

I will do even as he who weeps and says. — 
We read one day for pastime, seated nigh , 

Of Lancilot, how love enchain’d him too. 
We were alone, quite unsuspiciously. 

But oft our eyes met, and our cheeks in hue 
All o’er discoloured by that reading were; 
But one point only wholly us o’erthrew ; 
When we read the long-sigh’d-for smile of her. 
To be thus kiss’d by such devoted lover. 

He who from me can be divided ne’er 
Kiss’d my mouth , trembling in the act all over. 
Accursed was the book and he who wrote ! 
That day no further leaf we did uncover. — 
While thus one spirit told us of their lot, 

The other wept, so that with pity’s thralls 
I swoon’d as if by death I had been smote. 
And fell down even as a dead body falls.” 
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THE BLUES; 

A LITERARY ECLOGUE. 


’ “Kimiutn ne crede colofi.” 

Virgil. 

O trust not, ye beautiful creatures, to hue. 

Though your hair were as red, as your Marking! axe blue. 


ECLOGUE FIRST. 

London — Before the Door qf a Lecture Room. 

Enter Tracy , meeting Ink ki,. 

Ink. You ’re too late. 

Tra. ' Is it over? 

Ink. Nor will be tbis hour. 

But the benches are cramm’d , like a garden in flower , 

With the pride of our belles , who have made it the fashion ; 

So , instead of 4 ‘ beaux arts , ” we may say 4 4 la belle passion ” 

For learning, which lately has taken the lead in 
The world, and set all the tine gentlemen reading. 

Tra. I know it too well , and have worn out my patience 
■With studying to study your new publications. 

There ’s Vamp , Scamp , and Mouthy, and Wordswords and Co. 
With their damnable — 

Ink. Hold , my good friend , do you know 

Whom you speak to? 

Tra. Right well , boy, and so does “ the Row : ’’ 

You ’re an author — a poet — 

Ink. And think you that I 

Can stand tamely in silence, to hear you decry 
The Muses? 
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Tra. Excuse me: I meant do offence 
To the Nine ; though the number who make some pretence 
To their favours is such — but the subject to drop , 

I am just piping hot from a publisher's shop , 

(Next door to the pastry-cook’s ; so that when I 
Cannot find the new volume B wanted to buy 
On the bibliopole’s shelves, it is only two paces, 

As one finds every author in one of those places; ) 

Where I just had been skimming a charming critique , 

So studded with wit, and so sprinkled with Greek! 

Where your friend — you know who — has just got such a threshing. 
That it is , as the phrase goes , extremely “refreshing" 

What a beautiful word ! 

Ink. Very true; 't is so soft 

And so cooling — they use it a little too oft; 

And the papers have got it at last — but no matter. 

So they ’ve cut up our friend then? 

Tra. Not left him a tatter — 

Not a rag of his present or past reputation , 

Which they call a disgrace to the age and the nation. 

Ink. I ’m sorry to hear this ! for friendship , you know 

Our poor friend ! — but I thought it would terminate so. 

Our friendship is such , 1 ’ll read nothing to shock it. 

You don’t happen to have the Review in your pocket? 

Tra. No; 1 left a round dozen of authors and others 
(Very sorry, no doubt, since the cause is a brother’s) 

All scrambling and jostling, like so many imps, 

And on fire with impatience to get the next glimpse. 

Ink. Let us join them. 

Tra. What , won’t you return to the lecture? 

Ink. Why, the place is so cramm’d, there ’s not room fora 
spectre. 

Besides , our friend Scamp is to-day so absurd 

lYa. How can you know that till you hear him ? 

Ink' I heard 

Quite enough; and, to tell you the truth , my retreat 
Was from his vile nonsense , no less than the heat. 
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Tra. I have had no great loss then? 

Ink. Loss ! — such a palaver! 

I ’d inoculate sooner my wife with the slaver 
Of a dog when gone rabid, than listen two hours 
To the torrent of trash which around him he pours , 

Pump’d up with such effort , disgorged with such labour, 

That — come — do not make me speak ill of one’s neighbour. 

Tra. /make you! 

Ink. Yes, you! I said nothing until 

You compell’d me , by speaking the truth — 

Tra. To speak illT 

Is that your deduction? 

Ink. When speaking of Scamp ill , 

I certainly follow , not set an example. 

The fellow 's a fool , an impostor, a zany. 

Tra. And the crowd of to-day shows that one fool makes many. 
But we two will be wise. 

Ink. Pray, then , let us retire. 

Tra. I would, but — 

Ink. There must be attraction much higher 

Than Scamp , or the Jews’ harp he nicknames his lyre, 

To call you to this hotbed. 

Tra. I own it — ’t is true — 

A fair lady — 

Ink. A spinster? 

Tra. Miss Lilac ! 

Ink. The Blue ! 

The heiress? 

Tra. The angel ! 

Ink. The devil ! why, man ! 

Pray get out of this hobble as fast as you can. 

You wed with Miss Lilac ! ’t would be your perdition : 

She’s a poet, achymist, a mathematician. 

Tra. I say she ’s an angel. 

Ink. Say rather an angle. 

If you and she marry, you ’ll certainly wrangle. 

I say she ’s a Blue , man , as blue as the ether. 
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Tra. And is that any cause for not coming together? 

Ink. Humph ! I can’t say I know any happy alliance 
Which has lately sprung up from a wedlock with science. 

She ’s so learned in all things , and fond of concerning 
Herself in all matters connected with learning, 

That — 

Tra. What? 

Ink. I perhaps may as well hold my tongue ; 

But there ’s five hundred people can tell you you 're wrong. 

Tra. You forget Lady Lilac ’s as rich as a Jew. 

Ink. Is it miss or the cash of mamma you pursue? 

Tra. Why, Jack , I '11 be frank with you — something of both. 
The girl 's a fine girl. 

Ink. And you feel nothing loth 1 

To her good lady-mother’s reversion ; and yet 
Her life is as good as your own , I will bet. 

Tra. Let her live , and as long as she likes ; I demand 
Nothing more than the heart of her daughter and hand. 

Ink. Why, that heart 's in the inkstand — that hand on the pen. 
Tra. A propos — Will you write me a song now and then? 
Ink. To what purpose? 

Tra. You know, my dear friend , that in prose 

My talent is decent , as far as it goes ; 

But in rhyme — 

Ink. You ’re a terrible stick , to be sure. 

Tra. I own it; and yet, in these times, there ’s no luro 
For the heart of the fair like a stanza or two ; 

And so, as I can’t, will you furnish a few? 

Ink. In your name? 

Tra. In my name. I will copy them out , 

To slip into her hand at the very next rout. 

Ink. Are you so far advanced as to hazard this? 

Tra. Why, 

Do you think me subdued by a Blue-stocking’s eye , 

So far as to tremble to tell her in rhyme 

What I ’ve told her in prose , at the least , as sublime? 

Ink. As sublime! If it be so , no need of my Muse. 
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Tra. But consider, dear Ink el-, she ’s one of the “Blues." 
Ink. As sublime ! — Mr. Tracy — I ’ve nothing to say. 

Stick to prose — As sublime ! ! — but I wish you good day. 

Tra. Nay, stay, my dear fellow — consider — I’m wrong; 

I own it; but, prithee, compose me the song. 

Ink. Js sublime ! ! 

Tra. I but used the expression in haste. 

Ink. That may be, Mr. Tracy, but shows damn’d bad taste. 
Tra. I own it — I know it — acknowledge it — what 
Can I say to you more? 

Ink. , I see what you 'd be at : 

You disparage my parts with insidious abuse, 

Till you think you can turn them best to your own use. 

Tra. And is that not a sign I respect them? 

Ink. # Why that 

To be sure makes a difference. 

Tra. I know what is what : 

And you, who 're a man of the gay world, no less 
Than a poet of t’ other, may easily guess 
That I never could mean , by a word , to offend 
A genius like you , and moreover my friend. 

Ink. No doubt; you by this time should know what is due 
To a man of — but come — let us shake hands. 

Tra. You knew, 

And you know, my dear fellow, how heartily I, 

Whatever you publish, am ready to buy. 

Ink. That 's my bookseller’s business ; I care not for sale ; 
Indeed the best poems at first rather fail. 

There were Renegade’s epics, and Botherby’s plays , 

And my own grand romance — 

Tra. Had its full share of praise. 

I myself saw it puff’d in the “ Old Girl’s Review.” 

Ink. What Review? 

Tra. 'T is the English “Journal de Trevout;’* 

A clerical work of our jesuits at home. 

Have you never yet seen it? 

Ink- That pleasure ’s to come. 
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Tra. Blake haste then. 

Ink. Why so? 

Tra. I have heard people say 

That it threaten'd to give up the ghost t’ other day. 

Ink. Well , that is a sign of some spirit. 

Tra. No doubt. 

Shall you be at the Countess of Fiddlecome’s rout? 

Ink. I’ve a card, and shall go: but at present, as soon 
As friend Scamp shall be pleased to step down from the moon 
(Where he seems to be soaring in search of his wits) , 

And an interval grants from his lecturing fits , 

I ’m engaged to the Lady Bluebottle’s collation , 

To partake of a luncheon and team'd conversation : 

’T is a sort of re-union for Scamp , on the days 

Of his lecture , to treat him with cold tongue and praise. 

And I own, for my own part, that 't is not unpleasant. 

Will you go? There ’s Miss Lilac will also be present. 

IVa. That “ metal 's attractive.” 

Ink. No doubt — to the pocket. 

Tra. You should rather encourage my passion than shock it. 
But let us proceed ; for I think , by the hum — 

Ink. Very true; let us go, then, before they can come , 

Or else we ’ll be kept here an hour at their levy, 

On the rack of cross questions , by all the blue bevy. 

Hark! Zounds, they ’ll be on us; I know by the drone 
Of old Botherby’s spouting ex-cathedrA tone. 

Ay! there he is at it. Poor Scamp! better join 
Your friends , or he ’ll pay you back in your own coin. 

Tra. All fair; 't is but lecture for lecture. 

Ink. That 's clear. 

But for God’s sake let ’s go , or the Bore will be here. 

Come , come : nay, I ’m off. [ Exit Ink el. 

Tra. You are right , and I '11 follow; 

’T is high time for a * ‘ Sic me servavit Apollo .” 

And yet we shall have the whole crew on our kibes , 

Blues, dandies, and dowagers, and second-hand scribes 
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All flocking to moisten their exquisite throttles 
With a glass of Madeira at Lady Bluebottle’s. 

[Exit Tract 


ECLOGUE SECOND. 

An Apartment in the House of Lady Bluebottle. — A Table 

prepared. 

Sir Richard Bluebottle solus. 

Was there ever a man who was married so sorry? 

Like a fool , I must needs do the thing in a hurry. 

My life is reversed, and my quiet destroy’d ; 

My days , which once pass’d in so gentle a void , 

Must now , every hour of the twelve , be employ’d : 

The twelve , do I say? — of the whole twenty-four, 

Is there one which I dare call my own any more? 

What with driving and visiting, dancing and dining, 

What with learning, and teaching, and scribbling, and shining. 
In science and art, I ’ll be cursed if I know 
Myself from my wife ; for although we are two , 

Yet she somehow contrives that all things shall be done 
In a style which proclaims us eternally one. 

But the thing of all things which distresses me more 
Than the bills of the week (though they trouble me sore) 

Is the numerous , humorous, backbiting crew 
Of scribblers , wits, lecturers, white, black, and blue, 

Who are brought to my house as an inn , to my cost 
— For the bill here, it seems, is defray’d by the host* — 

No pleasure! no leisure! no thought for my pains, 

But to hear a vile jargon which addles my brains : 

A smatter and chatter , glean’d out of reviews , 

By the rag, tag, and bobtail, of those they call “Blues;" 

A rabble who know not — But soft , here they come ! 

W'ould to God I were deaf! as I ’m not , I ’ll be dumb. 
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Enter Lady Bluebottle, Miss Lilac, Lady Bluemolnt, 
Mr. Bothkrby, Inkel, Tracy, Miss Mazarine, and. 
others, with Scamp the Lecturer, <Stc. &c. 

Lady Blueb. Ah! Sir Richard, good morning; I’ve brought 
you some friends. 

Sir. Rich, (bows, and afterwards aside.) If friends, they’re 
the first. 

Lady Blueb. But the luncheon attends. 

I pray ye be seated, 11 sans ceremonie.” 

Mr. Scamp, you ’re fatigued; take your chair there, next me. 

[They all sit. 

Sir Rich, (aside.') If he does , his fatigue is to come. 

Lady Blueb. Mr. Tracy — 

Lady Bluemount — Miss Lilac — be pleased , pray , to place ye ; 
And you, Mr. Bothcrby — 

Both. Oh, my dear Lady, 

I obey. 

Lady Blueb. Mr. Inkel, I ought to upbraid ye : 

You were not at the lecture. 

Ink. Excuse me, I was; 

But the heat forced me out in the best part — alas ! 

And when — 

Lady Blueb. To be sure it was broiling; but then 
You have lost such a lecture! 

Both. The best of the ten. 

Tra. How can you know that? there are two more. 

Both. Because 

I defy him to beat this day’s wondrous applause. 

The very walls shook. 

Ink. Oh , if that be the test, 

I allow our friend Scamp has this day done his best. 

Miss Lilac , permit me to help you ; — a wing? 

Miss Lil. No more, Sir, I thank you. Who lectures next 
spring? 

Both. Dick Dunder. 

Ink. That is , if he lives. 

Lord Byron. 1IL 28 
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Miss Lil. And why not ? 

Ink. No reason whatever , save that he ‘sa sot. 

Lady Bluemount ! a glass of Madeira ? 

Lady Bluem. With pleasure. 

Ink. How does your friend Wordswords, that Windermere 
treasure? 

Does he stick to bis lakes , like the leeches he sings , 

And their gatherers , as Homer sung warriors and kings? 

Lady Blueb. He has just got a place. 

Ink. As a footman? 

Lady Bluem. For shame ! 

Nor profane with your sneers so poetic a name. 

Ink. Nay, I meant him no evil , but pitied his master; 

For the poet of pedlers ’t were , sure , no disaster 

To wear a new livery ; the more, as T is not 

The first time he has turn’d both his creed and his ‘cost. 

Lady Bluem. For shame ! I repeat. If Sir George could but 
hear — 

Lady Blueb. Never mind our friend Inkel ; we all know , my 
dear, 

’T is his way. 

Sir Rich. But this place — 

Ink. Is perhaps like friend Scamp’s , 

A lecturer’s. 

Lady Blueb. Excuse me — ’t is one in “ the Stamps : ’’ 

He is made a collector. 

Tra. Collector! 

Sir Rich. How? 


Miss Lil. What? 

Ink. I shall think of him oft when I buy a new hat : 

There his works will appear — 

Lady Bluem. Sir , they reach to the Ganges. 

Ink. 1 sha’n’t go so far — 1 can have them at Grange's. 

Lady Blueb. Oh fie ! 

Miss Lil. And for shame ' 

Lady Bluem. Yon ’re too bad. 

Both. Yery good! 
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Lady Bluem. How good? 

Lady Blueh. He means nought — ’t is his phrase. 

Lady Bluem. Be grows rude. 

Lady Blueb. He means nothing; nay, ask him. 

Lady Bluem. • . Pray, Sir! did you mean 

What you say? 

Ltk. Never mind if he did : ’t will be seen 

That whatever he means won’t alloy what he says* 

Both. Sir! 

Ink. Pray be content with your portion of praise ; 

’T was in your defence. 

Both. If you please, wih submission^, 

I can make out my own. 

Ink' It would be your perdition. 

While you live, my dear Botherby , never defend 
Yourself or your works ; but leave both to a friend. 

A propos — Is your play then accepted at last ? 

Both. At last? 

Ink. Why I thought — that ’s to say - there had pass’d 
A few green-room whispers, which hinted — you know 
That the taste of the actors at best is so so. 

Both. Sir, the green-room ’s in rapture, and so ’s the com- 
mittee. 

Ink. Ay — yours are the plays for exciting our “pity 
And fear,” as the Greek says : for “purging the mind 
I doubt if you ’ll leave us an equal behind. 

Both. I have written the prologue , and meant to have pray’d 
For a spice of your wit in an epilogue’s aid. 

Ink. Well, time enough yet, when the play ’s to be play'd. 

Is it cast yet? J 

Both. The actors are fighting for parts , 

As is usual in that most litigious of arts. 

Lady Blueb. We ’ll all make a parly , and go the first night. 
Tra. And you promised the epilogue, Inkek 

Not quite. 

However, to save my friend Botherby trouble , 

I 11 do what I can, though my pains must be double. 

28 * 


Digitized by Google 



436 


THE BLUES, 


Tra. Why so? 

Ink. To do justice to what goes before. 

Both. Sir , I 'm happy to say , I have no fears on that score. 
Your parts, Mr. Inkel, are — 

Ink. Never mind mine ; 

Stick to those of your play , which is quite your own line. 

Lady Bluem. You ’re a fugitive writer, I thiuk, Sir, of 
rhymes? 

Ink. Yes, ma’am; and a fugitive reader sometimes. 

On Wordswords , for instance , I seldom alight , 

Or on Mouthey , his friend , without taking to flight. 

Lady Bluem. Sir, your taste is too common; but time and 
posterity 

Will right these great men , and this age’s severity 
Become its reproach. 

Ink. I ’ve no sort of objection , 

So I 'm not of the party to take the infection. 

Lady Blueb. Perhaps you have doubts that they ever will 
take ? 

Ink. Not at all; on the contrary , those of the lake 
Have taken already , and still will continue 
To take — what they can , from a groat to a guinea , 

Of pension or place ; — but the subject ’s a bore. 

Lady Bluem. Well, Sir, the time ’s coming. 

Ink. Scamp! don’t you feel sore? 

What say you to this? 

Scamp. They have merit, I own ; 

Though their system’s absurdity keeps it unknown. 

Ink. Then why not unearth it in one of your lectures? 

Scamp. It is only time past which comes under my strictures. 
Lady Blueb. Come, a truce with all tartness : — the joy of my 
heart 

Is to see Nature’s triumph o’er all that is art. 

W’ild Nature ! — Grand Shakspeare ! 

Both. And down Aristotle! 

Lady Bluem. Sir George thinks exactly with Lady Bluebottle; 
And my Lord Seventy-four, who protects our dear Bard , 
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And who gave him his place, has the greatest regard 
For the poet, who, singing of pedlers and asses, 

Has found out the way to dispense with Parnassus. 

Tra. And you, Scamp! — 

Scamp. I needs must confess I 'm embarrass'd. 

Ink. Don’t call upon Scamp , who ’s already so harass’d 
With old schools , and new schools, and no schools , and all 
schools. 

Tra. Well , one thing is certain , that some must be fools. 

I should like to know who. 

Ink. And I should not be sorry 

To know who are not : — it would save us some worry. 

Lady Blueb. A truce with remark , and let nothing control 
This “ feast of our reason , and flow of the soul.’’ 

Oh ! my dear Mr. Botherby ! sympathize ! — I 
Now feel such a rapture , I 'm ready to fly , 

I feel so elastic — “ so buoyant — so buoyant!” 

Ink. Tracy ! open the window. 

Tra. I wish her much joy on 't. 

Both. For God’s sake , my Lady Bluebottle, check not 
This gentle emotion , so seldom our lot 
Upon earth. Give it way; ’t is an impulse which lifts 
Our spirits from earth ; the sublimest of gifts ; 

For which poor Prometheus was chain’d to his mountain. 

'T is the source of all sentiment — feeling’s true fountain : 

’T is the Vision of Heaven upon Earth : 't is the gas 
Of the soul : ’t is the seizing of shades as they pass , 

And making them substance : ’t is something divine : — 

Ink. Shall I help you , my friend , to a little more wine? 

Both. I thank you; not any more, Sir, till I dine. 

Ink. A propos — Do you dine with Sir Humphry to-day? 

Tra. I should think with Duke Humphry was more in your way. 
Ink. It might be of yore ; but we authors now look 
To the knight , as a landlord , much more than the Duke. 

The truth is , each writer now quite at his ease is , 

And (except with his publisher) dines where he pleases. 

But ’t is now nearly five , and I must to the Park. 
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Tra. And I *11 take a turn with you there till ’Lis dark. 

And you , Scamp — 

Scamp. Excuse me; I must to my notes , 

For my lecture next week. 

Ink. He must mind whom he quotes 

Out of “ Elegant Extracts.” 

Lady Blueb. Well, now we break up ; 

But remember Miss Diddle invites us to sup. 

Ink. Then at two hours past midnight we all meet again , 

For the sciences, sandwiches, hock, and cbampaigne ! 

Tra. And the sweet lobster salad ! 

Both. I honour <tiurt meal; 

For ’l is then that our feelings most genuinely — feel. 

Ink. True; feeling is truest than, far beyond question : 

I wish to the gods ’t was the same with digestion ! 

Lady Blueb. Pshaw ! — never mind that ; for one moment of 
feeling 

Is worth — God knows what. 

Ink. ’T is at least worth concealing 

For itself, or what follows — 'But here comes your carriage. 

• Sir Rich, (aside). I wish ail these people were d — d with my 
marriage! [Eammt. 
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